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MTV UNPLUGGED 


In Stores 12.03.02 


includes bonus DVD www.dashboardconfessional.com 
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GARY CHERONE 

Martin PopofF philosophizes with Tribe of Judah mainman on his stint with Van Halen, betraying 
the Son of God in Jesus Christ Superstar , as well as religion, the death of art, and free will. 


THE FLAMING SIDEBURNS 

Craig Regala talks rock with vocalist Eduardo Martinez before a dog fight. They discuss nu 
garage vs. r&b/soul, Argentina/Sweden/Finland rock, and carrying the flag. 


HOT WATER MUSIC 

Tim Den doesn’t ask drummer George Rebelo what his favorite flavor of Kool-Aid is, but does ask 
about moving away from punk and hardcore towards pop, as well as day jobs, selling out, and 
confident songwriting. 


OPETH 

Pia Schachter is delivered by vocalist/guitarist Mikael Akerfeldt and guitarist Peter Lindgren. 
Melancholy, brutality, “pure nonsense” lyrics, a grandmother’s appreciation, Stevie Wonder, and a 
circus gone wrong are discussed. 


SYSTEM OF A DOWN 

Martin Popoff burns incense with guitarist/backup vocalist Daron Malakian as they discuss the 
importance of songwriting, Steal this Record! artwork and concepts, guitar solos, and “going 
overboard.” 


CHUCK PALAHNIUK 

Amanda Nash sits down with the author of Fight Club, Lullaby, Choke, and Survivor. They dis¬ 
cuss his Rock Star Writer status, fate, conspiracy horror, and the death of transgressional fiction. 


TONY HAWK 

Tim Den chats with the Michael Jordan of skateboarding about setting goals, the Boom Boom 
Huckjam, the rise of public skate parks, and staying at the top of his game. 


EDDIE IZZARD 

Scott Heffion would like the cake, not death, please. After portraying Charlie Chaplin and a 
transvestite (separately) and the release of the Emmy-winning HBO special, Dress to Kill , Izzard 
discusses his films, stand-up and improv roots, as well as suits and dresses. 


RAVERPORN 

Scott Heffion downloads RaverPorn pimp daddy Scott “Killshot” Owen’s thoughts on altporn, 
community-based websites, his move from Wisconsin to Hawaii, and the ever-changing rave 
scene. (And yeah, there are nudie pictures, too.) 


CAVE IN 

Tim Den digs deep into the psyche of guitarist/vocalist Steve Brodsky. Major labels, Twinkles, 
and the status of his “stupid rock band” and his metal badge are discussed. 


MIGHTY MIGHTY BOSSTONES 

Morgan Coe chats with vocalist Dicky Barrett about his love of Boston, the songwriting process, 
defensiveness, tattoo art, and cat-skinning. 
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COLLAGE BY SCOTT HEFFLON TEE PHOTOS BY PIA (FIRST TWO), CHASE OF SUPERCULT, SCOTT HEFFLON, SUPPLIED BY MODEL (MODELS: CANDI OF SUPERCULT.COM, CYNTHIA VON BUHLER, JEN AND HALEY OF SUPERCULT.COM, JENNICA LOVE) 



Only $15 for one year... 

so subscribe already, twinkletoes. 

Get Two Free CDs 

...with every 4 issue, $15 subscription 

Choose any TWO 

(while supplies last, or save credits for later) 


Feed Your Ears vol 2 (Fueled by Ramen) 

The Stereo, Recover, Whippersnapper, 
The20goto10, Cadillac Blindside, The 
Impossibles, Blueline Medic, Less Than 
Jake, The Pietasters, Frodus, The ^Effect, 
Jersey, Foundation, Mid Carson July 


Critical Mass: Vol. 3 (Metropolis) 

Funker Vogt, Dismantled, Imperative 
Reaction, VNV Nation, Front Line 
Assembly, Apoptygma Berzerk, KMFDM, 
Haujobb, Wumpscut, Icon of Coil, Das 
Ich, Clan of Xymox, Peter Murphy 


Hopelessly Devoted to You4 (Hopeless) 

Thrice, Avenged Sevenfold, Against All 
Authority, Common Rider, Atom & His 
Package, The Weakerthans, Mustard 
Plug, Samiam, Digger, Selby Tigers, 
Scared of Chaka, Jeff Ott (of Fifteen) 


Another Year on the Streets2 (Vagrant) 

Hot Rod Circuit, Audio Learning Center, 
Saves The Day, Dashboard Confessional, 
The New Amsterdams, The Anniversary, 
Hey Mercedes, Alkaline Trio, Face to 
Face, No Motiv, The Get Up Kids, Viva 
Death 


Blasting Through 2000 (Nuclear Blast) 

Destruction, Children of Bodom, In 
Flames, Lock Up, Kataklysm, Therion, 
Stratovarious, Steel Prophet, Dismember, 
Gorgoroth, Kovenant, Satyricon, Raise 
Hell, Sinergy, Savatage, Accept 





Victory Style 4 (Victory) 

Earth Crisis, Shelter, Hatebreed, 
GreyArea, Integrity 2000, Buried Alive, 
Grade, Snapcase, Electric Frankenstein, 
Shutdown, Cause for Alarm, Skarhead, 
Catch 22, Blood for Blood, All Out War, 
OS101, Strife, Boy Sets Fire, The Strike, 
Warzone, River City Rebels, Reach the 
Sky, No Innocent Victim 


Punk-0-Rama7 (Epitaph) 

Millencolin, Hot Water Music, The 
(International) Noise Conspiracy, 
Pennywise, Division of Laura Lee, NOFX, 
Randy, Pulley, Bouncing Souls, 
Beatsteaks, Bad Religion, Deviates, 
Dropkick Murphys, Rancid, Death By 
Stereo, Agnostic Front, 1208, 98 Mute, 
Guttermouth 


2002 Warped Tour (Side One) - 2 CDs! 

NOFX, The Bosstones, SUM 41, Midtown, 
The Casualties, Finch, Avoid One Thing, 
Glassjaw, Tsunami Bomb, Reach The Sky, 
No Use For A Name, Slick Shoes, Ozma, 
Alkaline Trio, Madcap, Hogging Molly, 
Thursday, Kill Your Idols, The Movielife, The 
Damned, Lagwagon, Murphy's Law, Mi6, 
Dag Nasty, Avenged Sevenfold, Death On 
Wednesday, The Ataris and much more! 



Point Break (SideCho) 

Shadows Fall, Thrice, Soilwork, Zao, Skinlab, 
Avenged Seven Fold, Living Sacrifice, 
Converge, God Forbid, Meshuggah, Ensign, 
In Flames, Beautiful Mistake, Neck, 
Drowningman, Willhaven, Stretch Arm Strong 
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Now That’s What I call Metal (Century Media) 

Primal Fear, Iced Earth, Sentenced, 
Helloween, Blind Guardian, Steel 
Prophet, Jag Panzer, Savatage, Angel 
Dust, HammerFall, Dream Evil, Onward, 
Nocturnal Rites 


Spring 2002 Sampler (Tee Pee) 

Lost Goat, Boulder, High on Fire, 
Hermano, Black Nasa, Bad Wizard, All 
Night 



Initial Eulogy 


SWEET DEAL! 



Sweet Deal (Initial & Eulogy) 

Boy Sets Fire, Christiansen, Despair, Elliott, 
The Enkindels, Falling Forward, Forever and 
a Day, Glasseater, Ink & Dagger, The Jazz 
June, Keepsake, King For A Day, Morning 
Again, The Movielife, Red Roses For A Blue 
Lady, Santa Sangre, Silent Majority, 
Slugfest, This Day Forward, Trust No One, 
Twelve Tribes, Unearth, Walls Of Jericho 



At The End of Infinity (The End) 

Winds, Green Carnation, Agalloch, Virgin 
Black, Arcturus, Sleepless, Scholomance 



Initial Punk Rock Sampler 

Automatic, Botch, Boy Sets Fire, By A 
Thread, Cattle Press, Dillinger Escape Plan, 
Eighteen Visions, Forever And A Day, For 
The Living, The Get Up Kids, Grade, Himsa, 
Hot Water Music, The Jazz June, King For A 
Day, Koufax, The Low End Theory, No 
Motiv, Poison The Well, Racetraitor, Reach 
The Sky, Silent Majority, Staynless, Time In 
Malta, Tom Apart 



Punk Rock Is Your Friend (Kung Fu) 

Audio Karate, Ozma, Tsunami Bomb, The 
Vandals, Antifreeze, Useless I.D. Mi6, No 
Use For A Name, The Ataris 



Or get a tee shirt! 


3 SheDevil designs S/M/L/XL in black, baby tee or 
spaghetti strap (one size) in black, ash, pink ,and sky blue 
Fuck Subtlety design S/L/XL in black 
Squirrel design baby tee or spaghetti strap in black 
Pierced Tongue design S/M/L/XL in black 
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ARCH ENEMY'S Michael Amott 
Smokes It 70's-style with New 
Retro Rock! 

www.spiritualbeggars.com 

Music For Nations 


“METALS MOST 
BRILLIANT BAND.” 

— Brad Tolinski, Editor, Guitar World & Revolver 


60+ minutes of New Prog-Metal 
from Sweden's Best Rock Band 
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ILLUSTRATION BY DANIEL FREY 


sing, tweedy- 
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Wor/d Famous Music/Film/Theatre/Fashion/ 
Media Critic Jean-Paul Bavard met recently 
with Jeff Tweedy of the critically acclaimed band 
Wilco for an exclusive interview ; in which they 
discussed Wilco’s music, f/ze recently released film 
about them, entitled I Am Trying to Break Your 
Heart, t/ieir struggles with their previous record 
label , and the pressures of fame, among other 
topics . 

Jean-Paul Bavard: I am pleased to be here at 
this fabulous posh Beverly Hills bistro today, 
meeting with the amazing Genius Roger Wilco, 
the heroic lead writer/songsinger of the popular 
and critically admired Americana-Insurgent- 
Alternative-Indie-Country-Neo-Depression- 
Cowpunk-Twangcore group known as Def 
Tweety. 

Jeff Tweedy: Uh, no, my name is Jeff Tweedy, 
and I’m in the band Wilco. And we’re in a diner 
in Illinois, not a bistro, and in fact... 

Jean-Paul Bavard: Ah, you are of course incor¬ 
rect, but that is indeed a tres clever and subtle 
play on words, monsieur Wilco. Being on the 
outermost cutting edge of modern music and 
semiotic theory, I completely understand the 
ironic intent of such superstar game-playing, 
and will of course play along with your mildly 
amusing stratagem. As a virtually unknown yet 
critically-adored musical group with a tiny 
clump of devout fans, Roger Wilco’s music is 
virtually unknown to anyone who is not cur¬ 
rently driving a tractor across the corn- 
ensconced fruited plains of Iowa. Are you your¬ 
self still a farmer to this day, or do you perhaps 
instead drive a bigrig trailer-truck across the 
lonely highways and byways of America, leading 
a vagabond existence that reveals to you deep 
truths that escape most sophisticated urbanites 
who remain caught up in the daily routine of 
nine-to-five work, suits and ties, regular bathing, 
and literacy? Or perhaps you operate a 
NASCAR racing automobile, constantly turning 
left, left, only left, again and again in a subtle 
metaphor too complex and earthy to ever be 
truly understood by those of us who are not 
alcoholics or who have earned high school 
diplomas? 

Jeff Tweedy: What? Uh, no, I’ve never been a 
farmer, or a NASCAR guy, or a truck driver, not 
that there’s anything wrong with that... 
Jean-Paul Bavard: What a truly fascinating 
anecdote. Combining your wonderful story¬ 
telling with your deep bass voice and cone-pone 
songwriting stylings, it is clear now why you are 
often referred to by critics as The Next Tennessee 
Ernie Ford. Be that as it may, we now move on 
to a more relevant topic: Your famous and hero¬ 
ic musical combo, Roger Wilco, recently was le 
sujet of a critically-adored film entitled I Am 
Trying to Break You Hard, detailing your band’s 


petulant firing of their record label 
in a dispute over heroin and prosti¬ 
tutes. Critics and others who have 
not yet seen the film insist that it 
documents your incredible and 
heartwarming triumph over diver¬ 
sity. It includes several memorable 
and revealing scenes, such as the 
one displaying your amplifiers that 
go up to 11, and the tiny 18-inch 
version of Stonehenge that was 
mistakenly built for your concert 
tour. Does being portrayed in such 
a humiliating, embarrassing, 
ridiculous manner... 

Jeff Tweedy: That was This is 
Spinal Tapi That wasn’t our movie. 

Our movie’s not a comedy, it’s a 
real documentary! 

Jean-Paul Bavard: It is so very 
charming that you believe that to 
be the case! Indeed, you seem to [ y 

be a quite pleasant and down-to- 
dirt person. It has been well-docu- ( / 

mented that while you may down¬ 
play your “rock star” status, you 
seem equally dismissive of the “alt- 
country-neo-y’allternative-twangy- 
hayseed” tag that’s stubbornly stuck with you 
ever since your days as leader of your first band, 
the legendary and pioneering cult avant-garde 
barbershop quintet known as Uncle Leopold. As 
literally dozens of obsessed, overall-clad hillbilly 
music fans know so well, after that legendary 
band’s tumultuous breakup, you then formed 
Roger Wilco, releasing such wonderful albums as 
Ahem , Being Cher , and Some Are Teeth. And as if 
that was not enough, you then released the 
Sunvolt Ave album, interpreting the songs of the 
late great Arlo Guthrie, a collaboration recorded 
with the beloved English folksinger Benny Hill. 
And still you are not finished with recording! 
Despite all suggestions to the contrary, you con¬ 
tinue to forge ahead and bravely release music 
that most people will never care about. The lat¬ 
est chart-bottoming album from your Slovenia- 
based boy band known as Wilco is entitled Foxy 
Hotel Yankfest , a concept album about rock 
superstardom, barnyard animals, and masturba¬ 
tion. Which of course begs the obvious ques¬ 
tion: If you could be any kind of tree in the 
world, what tree would you be? And would the 
sound that that tree makes when it falls in the 
forest with no one around be best described as 
neo-ambient or trance-core? 

Jeff Tweedy: Are you talking to me? Because 
you lost me about ten minutes ago. 

Jean-Paul Bavard: Ah, I will endeavor to speak 
slower and in words comprised of fewer syllables 
so that you may attempt to understand what we 
are discussing here today. As an Indie-alterna- 
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tive-progressive-country-roots-rock icon, you 
are the type of Genius Artist that always likes to 
keep several ears in the fire at one time. When 
you were recording your latest album, at what 
point did you first sense that the whole thing 
was about to sprout legs and fly around? And 
did your courageous status as the first openly 
gay Alt-country-neo-insurgent-twangcore super- 
star impact your perception of this in any way? 
Jeff Tweedy: Uh, I’m not gay, I have a wife and 
children. Where do you get all this nonsense? 
Jean-Paul Bavard: Ah, the famed Roger Wilco 
reticence that we all pretend to understand. Ca 
nefait rein , we shall move on as always to deeper 
truths. Rather than waste our time on such triv¬ 
ialities as your record label struggles, let us 
rather discuss your music. By dropping most of 
the hillbilly country twang sound from your 
music on Foxy Hotel Yankfest, you risked alienat¬ 
ing your redneck cracker fans. Was this a suc¬ 
cessful maneuver, or do some of them still enjoy 
your music? 

Jeff Tweedy: All right, that’s it, this interview is 
over, I’m out of here! 

Jean-Paul Bavard: Alas, it seems that the bril¬ 
liant genius Roger Wilco has been called away 
on some sort of alt-insurgent-country super- 
star business, perhaps involving cows or 
moonshine. I thank him for his time today 
and hope that our frank and insightful discus¬ 
sion here today has been as enlightening for 
him as it no doubt has been to those of you 
lucky enough to read this. ® 


8 | LOLLIPOP MAGAZINE #60 






















ICECAKE 

...an ambient experience 



CD 

now 

available 


This CD caters to those 
spatial, ambient/ space-rock fans 
who crave something a bit 
out of the ordinary 

Supple Records 


FAQ: 

What stores carry ...an ambient 


experience 


■r? 


Can I buy the ICECAKE CD online? 

How can I learn more about this ICECAKE you speak of? 


ANSWERS: 

www. SuppleRecords. org 



includes the Single 


THEV JUST (RIGHT 
RE THE COOLEST 
BAM) m AmERICA 

Spin magazine, 
flow 2009 l//uc 


Ln Stores Jtoui! On Jour 10/23- 

produced by Jason Conner & Jtobert ghimp 
Jtlxed by Chris SLord-^tlge 


WWW.ATLANTIC-RECORDS.COM WWW.THEDONNAS COM 
©2002 ATLANTIC RECORDING CORPORATION WARNER MUSIC 
AN AOL TIME WARNER COMPANY 
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CAPTIONS BY SCOTT HEFFLON 



AS THUNDAR THE LIBRARIAN PACKED 
UP HIS GEAR AND STORMED OFF, HE 
SWORE TO HIMSELF TO GET 
BETTER DIRECTIONS TO 
THE CLUB NEXT TIME. 


RIVER OF PUTRESCENCE 
ARE THE ONLY BAND I’VE 
EVER INTERVIEWED WITH 
AN INTERESTING ANSWER 
TO THE QUESTION “SO 
WHERE DO YOU GET THE 
IDEAS FOR YOUR SONGS?” 


SUNSHINE COULD 

SHOULD® S E WE« 

’gggv*** 6 *' 


SURE, CHUGGING CHUM THREW 
GREAT DINNER PARTIES, BUT, UH, STAY 
AWAY FROM THE MEAT, YA KNOW? 


AFTER THE THIRD REFERENCE TO “CLAUDE,” 
THE SIXTH BAND MEMBER, THE PHOTOGRAPH 
ER STARTED TO HAVE DOUBTS ABOUT GREAT 
BALLS OF IRE’S SANITY. 


BAND MEETINGS ALWAYS DEGENERATED 
WHENEVER MARY REMINDED EVERYONE 
THAT THE BAND WAS NAMED MARY 
CHERRY AND THE FAIRIES, AND THE OTHER 
MEMBERS COULD GO BLOW EACH OTHER IF 
THEY DIDN’T LIKE HER DECISIONS. 
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KENNY G IS STILL ALLOWED TO 
RELEASE RECORDS?!? HELL, EVEN 
HIS SHADOW IS HANGING HIS HEAD 
IN SHAME. 


J Hat ’S R/qht 

SMa shmouth 


Pi nhead 

SUCKS! 


LIZZY BOREDOM HAD A TEN¬ 
DENCY TO DRAIN BAND 
MEMBERS FASTER THAN ANY 
OTHER BAND I’VE SEEN. 


MIND’S EYEGLASSES SINGER TIM “TT” THOMAS REALIZED 
TOO LATE THAT JUST CUZ HIS MOM HAD A DIGITAL 
CAMERA, MAYBE HE SHOULDN’T LET HER DO HIS PROMO 
SHOTS IN THE BACKYARD. 


WHEN YOU^ 

SEE THESE GUYS IN THI 
CORNER, YOU KNOW 
IT’S TIME TO LAY OFF 
THE COUGH SYRUP. 


THE PHOTOGRAPHER SWORE 
TO CATTLE DECAPITATION 
(WAIT, THAT’S NOT THE JOKE!) 
THAT HE’D DO SOME 
PHOTOSHOP TRICK TO MAKE 
RICK “CORPSERIPPING 
DEMONRAPER” JOHNSON LOOK 
AS BIG AS THE OTHER GUYS. 
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(girl not ineludedr^^[ 

Send $15 for one shirt, $25 for two, or $30 for all 
three SheDevii designs [postage included in price! 
with description of shirtCsl ya want. Be specific, huh? 


Fuck Subtlety shirts only $10 
[subtract $5 if ordering with other tees! 


SheDevii designs S/M/L/XL in black, baby tee or 
spaghetti strap [one size! on black, ash, pink & sky blue 


Lollipop P0 Box 441493 Boston, MA 02144 


AVAILABLE 
TEE SHIRTS 


NEW SQUIRREL TEE 
girlie baby tees and spaghetti strap tank 
[one size, black enly) 


NEW ZOMBIE TEE 

(S/M/L/XL, black only] 
see www.lollipop.com for more 


Cynthia ven Buhler photo by Pia 




























Mgmt; Global Artist Management Photo: Tracey Glynn 



WWW.TOJONUNE.COM 
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.ENCHANT- THRESHOLD-, 


Crit'iOl'Wllfss 


THEGODS OF SYMPHONIC METABDEL'IVEKTvSTtJNNING 
NEW CD OF POWER, PASSION AND MUSICAL DRAMA 

On Tour Now! 


ALSO A VAILABLE ON INSIDEOUT 


x y 


PLANET 


PLANET X 

"MoonBabies" 

Featuring Derek Sherinian 
(Ex-Dream Theater), 
legendary guitarist 
Tony MacAlpine 
and master percussionist 
Virgil Donati. 


1601 Banksville Rd„ 2nd Floor, Pittsburgh, PA 15216 PTj 
www.insideoutmusic.com ♦ info@insideoutmusic.com 


wmic^ out 

.-. . . 


Listen to the mp3 of “Thanks For Nothing” at 
WWW.SPITFIRERECORDS.COM 


featuring 

GARY CHERONE 

fExtreme, Van Haleni 
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KAY HANLEY 

CHERRY MARMALADE (ZOE) 

Quick: What’s the first thing you think of when you hear the name Kay Hanley? 

Josie and the Pussycats ? The soundtrack to Ten Things I Hate About You ? Lead singer 
of now-defunct Letters to Cleo? Is it relevant to mention that I think of my college 
boyfriend who, during a four-month hiatus in our relationship, claims to have dated 
Kay? Maybe that’s why her unmistakably adorable sound always reminds me of young 
love, and perhaps a hint of bitterness. 

Regardless, this gal defines pop anthems, with smooth, sweet, slick tunes that are 
lusciously singable and an adorable, clear voice that could as easily be milking a 
Britney Spears boobsalot delivery as it does Boston alt-pop. But the lyrics are sweeter, 
the emotion is real, and why not - Hanley has a husband (Michael Eisenstein, ex-Cleo 
guitarist) and a two-year-old to deepen her reality. But make no mistake: This is deli¬ 
ciously indulgent pop rock that will be reverently sung by at least a generation of pig¬ 
tailed college gals. The love songs are still as plaintive and bitter as in the Letters To 
Cleo days, making me wonder how a happily-married rocker chick keeps that bitter¬ 
ness so believable (yet charming). Maybe she’s just a good actor. Or does a scorned 
heart really transcend the wedding band? Not that I’d know... 

(1 Camp St. Cambridge, MA 02140) 

JAMIE KIFFEL 

CRANK 
YANKERS 

THE BEST UNCENSORED CRANK CALLS 
VOLUME 1 (COMEDY CENTRAL) 

I was never a fan of The jerky Boys. But 
make no mistake: Crank Yankers are not The 
Jerky Boys. They are not amateur pranksters who 
rely on vulgar, spontaneous obscenities for cheap 
laughs. Crank Yankers are some of today’s best 
comedic talents crafting an art form out of the time-honored tradition of putting 
strangers in awkward situations over the phone. Whether it’s calling a car wash to com¬ 
plain about a turd in the back seat, masturbating to computer tech support, or tran¬ 
scribing phone sex for a deaf friend, Crank Yankers do it with finesse, perfect timing, 
and enough professionalism to fill ten marquees. Just read the names: Dennis Leary, 
Stephen Colbert, Adam Carolla, Jimmy Kimmel, Dave Chappelle, Sarah Silverman, 

Tracy Morgan... need I go on? The pedigrees do not lie: These guys are fuckin’ pros who 
react, retract, and attack with the sharpest of verbal martial arts. 

To top it all off is what just might be the funniest comedic moment in a long ass 
time , Special Ed (voiced by Jim Florentine) and his “I Got Mail” routine. Just try and 
make it through the skit with a straight face. You can’t. If you haven’t been watching 
the show on Comedy Central - what the fuck is wrong with you?, first of all - this is 
the next best thing. 

(1775 Broadway New York, NY 10019) 

TIM DEN 



ANDY DICK 

&THE BITCHES 
OF THE CENTURY 

(MILAN/BMG) 

Andy Dick is a comedic fuckin’ genius, in case you 
didn’t know. In this era of media over-exposure, it’s easy 
to get sick of stars really quickly, especially when they 
have to be bear such humiliations as hosting cheeseball 
MTV functions for a bunch of cheering losers hoping 
some girl will lift her shirt. What a waste of talent... So 
Andy Dick has appeared in movies, does voice-overs, has 
been on a network and cable TV shows, and now he’s 
got a musical CD out. Is the band any good? 

Surprisingly, yeah! Aside from priceless delivery (like 
Tenacious D’s Jack Black, he enunciates “Dude, what’s up 
with that?” in a way you and your friends will mimic for 
months, cracking up every time), he’s got great lines like 
“I’m not stalking you, I’m just calling a lot” (“Love Ninja 
(The Stalker Song)”) and “knock-knock, Who’s there? 

It’s the intern, it’s time for you to pee in a cup! Ok... 
um, then what are the toilets for? Thooose are for you to 
scrub!” (“30 Days 30 Nights”). He wrote a love song, 
resplendent with Bruce Hornsby piano work, to his cock 
and balls called, well, “Cock and Balls.” He also wrote a 
couple gonzo rockers, the self-explanatory “I’ll Fuck 
Anything that Moves” and the coke-demon tale “Hole 
Burns” with lyrics of pure drug-addled howling madness 
that really dig to the core of it. There’s also some rich¬ 
voiced folktronic (anyone remember Block, esp. “I Used 
to Manage PM Dawn”?) in “Striped Sunlight” and 
“Secret Garden,” the latter of which is a weird little 
trip/pysche pop gem about how his frog died, but, uh, 
kinda symbolically, about someone leaving him... Sniff. 
Aside from the obvious single, “Love Ninja (The Stalker 
Song),” the real keepers are the running monologue of 
rehab (“30 Days 30 Nights”) - cuz rehab’s funny when 
Andy Dick goes through it (and you don’t have to) - 
and the Goth/industrial remix of “Little Brown Ring,” an 
infectiously catchy song I have to try very hard not to 
sing along with. You just know you’ll be singing that in 
the car with the windows down when the Senior 
Citizens’ bus pulls alongside you, or you’ll be absently 
singing it while making a sandwich in mom & dad’s 
kitchen (look at all the food!) and have some real 
explaining to do... 

(www.milanrecords.com) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 


4Y-RECORDS: DAMNING THE AUTO-CAR SINCE 1985. 


www.4yrecords. com 
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INTERPOL 

TURN ON THE BRIGHT LIGHTS (MATADOR) 

I wanted so badly to dislike this band for the same reasons I wanted so badly to dis¬ 
like The Strokes. “More ‘NY Hipster Rock’? Fuck them pretty boys. They probably 
can t play or write for shit.” Guess what? Tm batting zero for two. 

Like The Strokes, Interpol backs up the buzz with substance. While The Strokes 
emulate the late- 60s/early-’70s Please Kill Me vibe, Interpol tap into early ’80s 
Manchester suicide pop ala Joy Division and The Smiths... but make the mixture their 
own by throwing in contemporary spins as well (are those The Dismemberment Plan’s 
rhythms on album highlight “Obstacle 1?” Fuckin’-a that song rumbles the floor 
boards). But who’s drawing a genealogy tree when the music’s so damn infectious, 
moody, and sexily cold? Guitarist/vocalist Paul Banks’ delivery is so deadpan - so unin¬ 
terested - that it actually ends up capturing a morbid attractiveness not unlike Godflesh’s 
bleakest moments. Backed by bassist Carlos D.’s charming-and-charismatic lines, I can 
already see girls rubbing themselves to this disc. Shit, even I find myself up and ready for 
a night on the prowl when opener “Untitled” kicks in like a Doves song-on-heroin. 

“Say Hello to the Angels” is a cloudy day trot down London’s back alleys (and where the 
band’s use of The Smith’s tempos become most apparent), while “Roland” sports an almost 
post-hardcore-ish verse riff. Fuck, there are just too many reasons to like Turn on the Bright 
Lights. So they dress like Talking Heads without a hint of irony (should we be thankful?). 

So what? Stop paying attention to the fashion and realize the brilliance of the music. 

(625 Broadway New York, NY 10012) 


THE SHEILA DIVINE 

SECRET SOCIETY (ARENA ROCK) 

If you follow sad, sweeping indie rock, chances are you’ve probably heard of Boston’s 
The Sheila Divine. They were a buzz band like crazy in the late ’90s, got signed to 
Roadrunner before their demo/EP even came out, and their full-length, New Parade, 
broke hearts and dropped jaws due to its sad beauty, dramatic hooks, and yearning, pas¬ 
sionate delivery. Perhaps like U2 or Morrissey, yet slipping in a not-quite-hardcore howl, 
just to send shivers along your spine. The closing “Rock you yeah, yeah, yeah” from “Like 
a Criminal” haunts me to this day. After Roadrunner dropped everyone but cookie-cutter 
nii metal bands, The Sheila Divine self-released Where Have All My Countrymen Gone, 
and while that’s usually a defiant’n’proud shot in the foot, the CD was well-done, well- 
received locally, and snuck out nationally like most unsigned bands only dream of. They 
made some really indie-elitist playlists, popped up on Internet radio stations, and made 
some year-end fave lists by indie scenesters as well as people who usually won’t touch that 
self-centered genre with a big fuckin stick. Which brings us to Secret Society , a mere six- 
song CD of chest-clutching beauty, low-key, mellow hooks, and a “wall of guitar” guitar 
sound which is more Spiritualized than Pantera. Whereas indie/emo bands are well- 
known for having perhaps two good songs and 30 additional minutes of whiney, yelpy 
filler, these 25 minutes barely wet the whistle, making you long for more. Gorgeous. 

(242 Wythe Ave, Studio 6 Brooklyn, NY 11211) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 

THE KING OF NOTHING HILL (MUTE) 

When all the rest of The Bad Seed spun-offs are with¬ 
ering away in their self-created pits of despair 8c moribun- 
dity (with the possible exception of Blixa), they might 
wonder where all the soul went. Well, Barry Adamson 
took it, and he’s not giving it back. For his latest solo 
work, The King of Nothing Hill , he expands on the crys¬ 
talline funk of The Negro Inside Me, meshing it with the 
cool jazz of Oedipus Shmoedipus and the non-existent 
soundtracks of Moss Side Story. Launching out with the 
Ike Turner/Funkadelic/Issac Hayes-flavored “Cinematic 
Soul,” Adamson gives us classic funk, complete with break¬ 
downs, Hammond organs, and his kid singing along. But 
the light-hearted introduction belies the underlying nature 
of ...Nothing Hill. We quickly move into the lust-driven 
“Black Amour,” a tribute from one Barry to another, the 


THE BLOOD 

BROTHERS 

MARCH ON ELECTRIC CHILDREN (THREE ONE G) 

If you think “alternative” only means spiky-haired 
boys yelping about girls over the same three chords, 
man, you need to hear The Blood Brothers. “Noisy, 
abrasive, discordant” all come to mind quickly, as do 
“manic, frantic, what spazcore wishes it could be, and 
emo/noise/scream bleeorg!,” followed by wide, darting 
eyes and incoherent gibbering and mad giggling... 
ArtistDirect scooped 
this “art-damaged 
hardcore” act, and 
Ross Robinson (At 
the Drive-In and, 
unfortunately, nii 
metal) offered to 
produce. And with 
good reason. The 

Kennedys, more 
than a little Marilyn 
Manson creepiness I 
in a far different con¬ 
text, and noisy, clusterfuck melodies that leap between 
nasally goblin vocals (I’d say '80s Mickey Mouse glam, 
but I mean it as a compliment) and Thursday’s 
screaming combine in a way that, uh, I’ll never be able 
to summarize. Some of the tunes are twisted rock 
anthems, there’s the odd nii metal breakdown, but 
most of this stuff is fingersnapping, catchy, feel-good 
music on par with hearing all your belongings fall out 
the back of a U-Haul and tumble down a big fuckin’ 
hill. And yeah, emotionally, it’s much the same. 
Repeated listening (closely supervised) shows layers 
and themes within the chaotic splattershow, and the 
closer (a dark piano anthem with the chorus of “You're 
married to the Vultures”) sounds like it was recorded in 
the rec room of a looney bin, Nick Cave and Elton John 
influences combining with the piano player’s occasion¬ 
al lapses into screaming fits and playing the notes by 
banging his face on the keys. 

(PO Box 178262 San Diego, CA 92177) 

SCOn HEFFLON 



string lines and basso profundo delivery a guarantee of a 
good time. But that won’t last long, as “The Second Stain” 
brings in film-noir fog, getting drunk in a Hollywood 
dive, just waiting for a blow to the back of the head. “Le 
Matin Des Noire” is a Twin Peaks shuffle, mapping out the 
darker parts of a criminal mind, while “Twisted Smile” 
brings back a strong soul to the mix. The centerpiece is 
without a doubt “The Crime Scene,” a score for a movie 
never written, a resume for any and all future surrealistic 
crime dramas (not that he needs it, he wrote for Natural 
Born Killers , after all). Adamson ends it with “Cold 
Comfort,” an acoustic (-ish) ballad that sets us back down 
where we started, the final stop on the bus ride through 
his film-scored psyche. Hell of a trip. 

(140 West 22nd St. #10A New York, NY 10011) 

LEX MARBURGER 
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AN INTERVIEW WITH GUITARISTA^OCALIST (AND MY EX-ROOMMATE) STEVE BRODSKY 


TIDES OF TOMORROW (HYDRA HEAD) 

Okay, this is really the last indie release from space rock giants Cave In. Seriously. 
Expect nothing less than a bombastic, major label full-length from them next time. 

But for now... 

The band describes Tides of Tomorrow as their Jar of Flies (Alice in Chains) or 
Lies (Guns N' Roses): A different side, but one that’s engaging and shows depth 
nonetheless. Indeed, the six songs here stray from the prog tenden¬ 
cies and deal with acoustic elements instead. For friggin’ hell, 
the title track is almost a Hawaiian song! On other tracks such ^ . . 
as “Everest” (futuristic “cowboy Western” guitar riff), you can 
almost hear the band holding themselves back from blazing solos. ■ 

Okay, so “Come into Your Own” and “Dark Driving” crank just as H l 
loudly as their Jupiter counterparts, but there’s still a “laid-back” V 
vibe to their delivery. Setting us up for the ROCK OPERA to come, Pfcvisy 
I’m sure. 

Being one of the most exciting rock bands today, I’ll take any- _- 

thing I can get from Cave In. New single? Yay! New EP? Yay! 

Just keep ’em coming! 


I heard you’ve been working with a lot of 
producers on this new album... 

Over the course of the year, yeah... (but 
the album) is really one producer, one studio. 
We did the album with Rich Costey. All the 
tracking’s done, we’re just going back and 
forth with mixes. Feb. of 2003 is the tenta¬ 
tive release window. 

We did Tides of Tomorrow with Andrew 
(Schneider) in the Spring, and we demoed 
with Mark Trombino for one day at Sunset 
Sound. Mark tried to sway us into backing 
off on the volume of our guitar effects. He’s 
very pro-computer recording, very adamant 


about using ProTools 
entirely. Funny enough, the computer that 
we were recording on crashed for four hours. 
And since we only had a day booked there, it 
was kind of a catastrophe. 

Damn shame, since you were probably look¬ 
ing forward to him making you guys sound 
like Jimmy Eat World. 

Uh... (awkward hesitation and sly grin; 
Steve used to complain about Jimmy Eat World 
all the time) I like Drive Like Jehu a lot. * 
(changing the subject... very clever, Steve-o!) 
And I like a lot of other records he’s done. I 
was a big fan of Boys Life in high school. I 


can probably pick out a lot of obscure 7”s 
that he’s recorded, too. So yeah, that was 
part of the appeal. But as for Jimmy Eat 
World... I don’t think they’re a bad band. I 
think they play well. But it’s musical fast 
food, man. 

Life in the “major league”... Describe your 
situation with RCA. 

They pay the rent. Tour support is an 
option, but we haven’t dipped into it yet 
cuz it’s not necessary at this point. I 
haven’t had a “job” in two years, even 
before we signed with RCA. I was able to 
quit my job and live off of the tour we did 
for Jupiter. (The band members) split a 
pretty fair sum of money between us and 
we all got to not work for a little while. It’s 
pretty nice. 

I remember doing a job painting public 
schools. The hours were crazy: waking up 
at 5 am, riding my bike to school by 6 am. 

I had a few bad temp jobs, too. One was at 
the Charles Hotel where I had to answer 
phones. I got fired cuz I didn’t have 
enough of a perky phone smile. 

What’s the new record gonna sound like? 

A continuation of Jupiter ? Or more poppy 
like the self-titled two-song EP? Or Tides 
of Tomorrow ? 

I’d say it’s more an extension of Jupiter , 
but with more refined song arrangements. 
Less random straying from the central 
theme, musically and lyrically. Maybe like 
Jupiter if it came wrapped 
in a Twinkie bag or some¬ 
thing. 

Dude, Twinkies are bad 
for you. And artificial. 

Too fattening? 

Alright... how ’bout 
Yodels? They’re better cuz 
they got that “borderline 
between hard and soft” 
thing, (back to being 
serious) A little easier to 
swallow in its first dose. 
You just played the 
Reading and Leeds fes¬ 
tivals in England, right? 

Yeah. I was gonna make some joke and 
bring a book on stage, like “What 7 . I thought 
it was a reading festival!” We played fairly 
early in the day... it was kind of unsanitary. 
We didn’t have a bus and there was nowhere 
for us to hang out, so we were in the hot sun 
all day in this open field the size of three 
race tracks. Breathing in all this dust and 
dirt... but it was a cool vibe. I’d never seen 
that many people at a concert. We got to 
stand on the side of the stage during (head¬ 
liners) Foo Fighters’ set. The closest thing I 
can think of to describe the sight of it, is 
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war. A sea of people moving in all 
different directions. Plus, Foo 
Fighters have a pretty arena rock 
production. Smoke machines, 
lights that shine to Mars... it was 
amazing. The volume of the crowd 
was deafening. It was awesome. 

Did you get to see any good bands? 

Yeah! Black Rebel Motorcycle 
Club blew my fucking brains to the 
back of my skull, man. They’re like 
The Jesus and Mary Chain if they 
got Lou Reed to produce them. 

Okay, I have to ask this - even 
though I’m sure you’re sick of hear¬ 
ing it - are you still metal? 

Who says I turned in my badge, 
man!? 

But you don’t play any of your 
early, first-two-albums/tech-metal 
material live... 

But that doesn’t mean I don’t like 
listening to (that kind of stuff). That’s prob¬ 
ably a big misconception about our band: 
That we traded in all our metal records for 
stupid pop records and that’s why we write 
our kind of music now. I tell ya, man, I still 
love listening to heavy metal just as much as I 
used to. All of us do. Every night we put on 
At The Gates and Meshuggah. I’m psyched 
that I’m gonna be home when Meshuggah 
comes through with Tool. 


But in the live situation, the (old) songs 
just don’t gel together. Physically, it’s impos¬ 
sible for me to even try to sing the older 
songs and retain some sort of musical voice. 
There was a point where we were playing old 
stuff and new stuff together, but for me, it 
felt like a schizophrenic experience. Now, I 
feel like all the songs flow together. We’ve 
found our niche a little more. It translates 
into us playing more passionately than we 


used to. And I think we’ve been 
playing the new stuff (out on tour) 
enough - for anyone who has fol¬ 
lowed our band for the past three 
years - to not expect old stuff. Plus, 
we haven’t played any of those songs 
in ages. Some of the songs we 
haven’t played since we recorded 
them! It wouldn’t even be worth 
people’s money to hear us do it. It’d 
be bad and embarrassing. We’re just 
trying to spare the audience. 

What about the solo album you 
recorded with Brian McTernan a 
few years ago that has yet to be 
released? Mutual friends have said 
that it’s better than any of your 
other solo records... 

It sounds a lot better than the other 
records. I’m happy with the songs, 
too. But it’s not an entire album; it’s 
eight songs, not all of which are 
good enough to be on a record. If I ever find 
time in the future, I’d like to go back to the 
originals and spice ’em up a bit, record other 
songs to replace certain ones, maybe put it 
out if there’s interest. But my main focus is 
always Cave In. Which is fine, cuz I feel 
more at home playing in a stupid rock band 
with my friends than doing my own pop pro¬ 
ject. @ 

(PO Box 15609 Boston, MA 02215) 
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“The most exciting 
rock show I've seen . 
since Soul Asylum »n 
1993. They have it all 

j#E SX53W 
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THE 

BEAUTIFUL 

MISTAKE 

LIGHT A MATCH FOR I DESERVE TO BURN 

(THE MILITIA GROUP) 

The Beautiful Mistake, like labelmates 
Noise Ratchet before them, have soaring 
moments that melt the ice of my “Dear God 
do I hate emo” heart surrounded by lots of 
the noddling, yelping, screaming, and clam- 
oring-for-girls’-affection bullshit that tests 
my self-control. Man do I wanna shake 
these little sissies and tell them to stand up 
and act like fuckin’ men. Sure, not every¬ 
one has to live by GG’s “Drink, Fight, and 
Fuck” mentality, but sobbing and crying 
and whining all the freakin' time gets old 
quick. How can a girl have a strong shoul¬ 
der to cry on, a sensitive man to confide in, 
when the little sobbing pussy is too busy 
beating his chest and tearing at his perfect- 
ly-touselled hair all the time? 

So anyway, The Beautiful Mistake's first 
full-length is warmly-produced by Ed Rose 
(The Get Up Kids, Ultimate Fakebook), 
and combines the noodly stuff these emo 
kinds seem to like so much with passion¬ 
ate/reaching vocals that really are the 
highlight - the honesty and sincerity just 
oozing out - and then there's the hardcore 
roar stuff that, I think, Thursday and vari¬ 
ous others do. Never really saw what out- 
of-place hardcore yelling has to do with 
passionate, touching music (and I listen 
to, like, Borknagar and shit with clean 
singing/demon roar cuz that makes sense 
in a Jeckyl and Hyde way), though maybe 
what they’re trying to say is “I’m sweet, 

I’m sensitive, but I’m also gruff and need 
to shit.” In all, some nice sparse, dreamy 
moments punctuated by dramatic break¬ 
downs (always the breakdowns), soaring 
melodies, and that fuckin' hardcore roar to 
show they still got a pair. “Stavesail” and 
“For a Friend” are the choice cuts here. 
(7923 Warner Ave #K Huntington Beach, 

CA 92647) 

scon HEFFLON 


WIRETAP SCARS 

(DREAMWORKS) 

Sparta has emerged from At 
The Drive-Ins cocoon soaring 
like a butterfly, its melodic 
wings tinged with bitter poetry 
and howling whirlwinds. Damn 
the naysayers: No afros in the 
world can make an album as 
powerful, catchy, and well-paced 
as Wiretap Scars. Guitarist (and 
now vocalist) Jim Ward sings 
better than Cedric Bixler but 

doesn’t move 


< 
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as much on 
stage. Big 
deal. Get 

over it. If you want crazy stage antics, go see The Bad Luck 13 Extravaganza. 

If you want meticulous songs that draw upon downtempo electronica, Fugazi, 
Braid, and with enormous helpings of soul-bearing sing-alongs, this is the 
shiznit (as they say in “the hood”). 

Opener “Cut Your Ribbon” ignites the airwaves with minor-to-major chorus¬ 
es and incendiary guitars, before “Air” comes in shaking its mid-tempos at your 
hips. A re-recorded (but less immediate) version of “Mye” later, album-stealer 
“Collapse” confronts your demons and casts them down with piercing vocal 
declarations. And it doesn’t stop there: “Red Alibi,” “Rx Coup,” “Glasshouse 
Tarot,” and “Echodyne Harmonic” deliver a quadruple combo of unstoppable 
choruses (these guys should really write TV jingles... they’re that catchy!), closing 
out the album with “Assemble the Empire” and its Cave In-ish guitar writhings. 

A breathless trip cuz you just can’t stop singing along. Wiretap Scars is 
without a doubt one of the year’s best. Who needs reunion rumors when the 
new’s so much better than the old? 

( www.spartamusic.com ) 

TIM DEN 


THE ALL-AMERICAN REJECTS 

(DOGHOUSE) 

This is the surprise winner of the season here at Lollipop. We were ready to dump the disc in 
the trash at first glance (young emo boys, “cred points” vintage Kiss t-shirt, sappy band name), 
but as soon as opener “My Paper Heart” kicked in, we knew we had misjudged a hit. Synth pop 
with innocent, adolescent melodies blooming like the first pubescent hormones stirring in your 
crotch, radiant vocals that display dazzling control of vibrato... these songs just won’t be denied! 
And though I usually hate overly sentimental, junior high drama lyrics, The All-American 
Rejects have enough head-spinning sing-alongs to make me overlook what they’re crooning 
about. If I was 16, I’d probably be losing my virginity to this record. Straight-up infectious 
sweetness that makes me yearn for ye olde teenage years. 

(PO Box 8946 Toledo , OH 43623) 

TIM DEN 


4Y-RECORDS: EXISTENCE IS SUFFERING SINCE 1985. 


www.4yrecords.com 



WHAT ARE YOU SO HAPPY ABOUT? 


DUKKHA? ISN'T THAT THE 
BUDDHIST BELIEF THAT ALL 
SUFFERING COMES FROM 
EXISTENCE OR SOMETHIN'? 


GOOD JOB. HOW DID YOU 
MANAGE TO DO THAT? SEEMS 
LIKE A VERY DIFFICULT THING 
TO DO. 



THE PATH TO ENLIGHTENMENT 
STARTS WITH TURNING OFF THE 
CORPORATE-RUN TELEVISION AND 
RADIO. 
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“Loudermilk’s debut makes me 
want to chain myself to the 
speakers and never let go” 

-Gene Simmons' Tongue Magazine 

The Red Record 

Featuring 

Estrogen Oxygen 

aches in the teeth again 

in stores now 


JZ-- 


Hit loudermilk.net 

for more info 
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NO KNIFE 

RIOT FOR ROMANCE! (BETTER LOOKING) 

We almost lost No Knife back in '99, you know... 
when Tim Bomb Recordings went under? I can't 
even fathom rock without these guys. So it is with 
great joy that the San Diego quartet have decided to 
carry on in the form of Riot for Romance!, yet 
another output in the band’s flawless career. 

Everything we’ve come to know and love about 
No Knife is here: Samurai blade-sharp guitar slices, 
clever/danceable beats, angular riff-o-ramas, heart¬ 
felt crooning... all still utterly original, forever rhyth¬ 
mically inventive, always melodically surprising. 

We should know by now that No Knife’s black-and- 
white verses blossom into Technicolor choruses (the 
title track, “Permanent for Now,” “The Red 
Bedroom,” “Flechette”), but it still knocks the wind 
out of me when a new batch of songs upholds that 
tradition. It's like entering an endless open field 
after being in a dark trench for the first minute-and- 
a-half. The transition is smooth, the impact over¬ 
whelming. It’s like encountering a secret Eden 
every time a chorus comes up. Whew. 

For the people who still view No Knife as an 

amalgamation 
of Gang of 
Four’s aesthet¬ 
ics and indie 
rock’s song¬ 
writing, please 
realize that the 
band is much 
more than the 
sum of its 
influences. No 
Knife are a 
band with 
unquestionable 

creativity, blessed with a gracefulness as original as 
it is affecting. May (indie) rock never lose them. 
(11041 Santa Monica Blvd. PMB 302 Los Angeles, 
CA 90025) 


NO KNIFE RIOTFOR ROMANCE! 


RED ANIMAL WAR 

BLACK PHANTOM CRUSADES (DEEP ELM) 

Red Animal War continue to defy expectations. With Black Phantom Crusades , 
their cautious blend of Jawbox-isms (“When Pigs Fly”), wire-y guitar grinds (“When I 
Get the Feelin’ (Back in My Flands)”), jazz-influenced chords (“Straight Lines for 
Construction Workers;” by far the albums most ambitious and moving moment), and 
lyrical bitterness has hurled them straight out of any indie rock genre stereotype. How 
this band mastered a sound so creative, so angular yet warm, and so technical yet reck¬ 
less in just three records is beyond me. One thing’s for sure: Red Animal War have 
become Deep Elm’s premier act. Black Phantom Crusades is not only the label’s most 
unique offering to date, it’s a victory in the often-regurgitated indie rock battlefield. 
(PO Box 36939 Charlotte , NC 28236) 

TIM DEN 

RETISONIC 

LEAN BEAT (SILVERTHREE) 

From the ashes of Bluetip and Garden Variety comes Retisonic, a (formerly) two- 
piece that transforms its album title into effective practice. Utilizing lean arrange¬ 
ments similar to the greatly-missed Burning Airlines, guitar lines and bass hooks 
wound around each other like DNA strands, caressing and filling in voids to flesh out a 
melodic identity swollen with dissonant goodness. Like Mr. J. Robbins, guitarist/vocal- 
ist/art designer Jason Farrell somehow turns jazz theory and jagged DCore riffs into 

waltzes, blitzes, and everything in between. 
From the lopsided bop of “Malaligned” to the 
breakneck assault of “Unrepentant,” one gets 
the feeling that there’s an ocean of inner work¬ 
ings beneath all the ruckus... but ah, who gives 
a fuck when the “lean beat”’s got you up 
against the wall, making sweet love to you like 
the sweet post-hardcore lovin’ fool you are? 
The money shot’s in the last half of “Filthy 
Way to Lose Yourself,” as a flurry of tighter- 
than-Joan-River’s-plastic-face cuts’n’accents 
come at you like locusts ravaging the harvest... 
should you bang your head or run for cover? 
Air guitar or air drum? Smash a window or 
work out mathematical equations? Answer’s “all of the above.” 

(PO Box 3621 Fairfax , VA 22038) 



TIM DEN 


BAD ASTRONAUT 


HOUSTON: WE HAVE A DRINKING 
PROBLEM (HONEST DON’S) 

Just as with the debut EP, Acrophobe , it took 
me a while to get into Houston: We Have a 
Drinking Problem. The obstacles this time 
weren’t the seemingly similar song structures, 
instead, Bad Astronaut’s first full-length seems 
a meandering collection of melodic ideas 
bumping into each other mid-song and losing 
the central theme. But like most of Joey Cape’s 
recent works, repeated listens reveals the logic 
beneath. Epic transformations which at first 
seem incongruous become natural crescendos, 
multi-dimensioned vocal melodies prove 
themselves to be many limbs to one body. Ah- 
ha, I say to Joey. You almost fooled me again. 


Whereas some people find Bad Astronaut’s 
material hard to accept just cuz it ain’t 
Lagwagon, make no mistake: Genres and tem¬ 
pos do not apply to true songwriting, a craft 
Cape is obviously a master of. If you can’t get 
into Bad Astronaut cuz there aren’t any polka 
beats and shouted vocals, then you might as 
well ignore Radiohead cuz they don’t cover 
Metallica. Wrong reasons , folks. Pay attention 
to the songs, will ya? And speaking of songs, 
even though opener “These Days” sounds like a 
minor-key re-write of Lagwagon’s “To All My 
Friends,” Houston: We Have a Drinking Problem 
is filled with skewed poetry sung to multi-lay¬ 
ered guitar pop. “Single,” by far the album’s 
most “up” number, is a bombast of many time 



signature 
changes. 

“Off the 
Wagon” 

(dropping 
hints, 

Joey?) lugs 
some 
affecting, 
heartbro¬ 
ken, drunken power chords, while “The 
Passenger” sounds like a space odyssey into 
depression. Yet another beauty from Joey Cape 
and company. 

(PO Box 192027 San Francisco , CA 94119) 

TIM DEN 
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BY MARTIN POPOFF 


gary cherone 


MUCH MORE THAN WORDS 

Boston native Gary Cherone has had 
a varied career, to say the least. 

Vaulting out of the clubs to fame with 
Extreme, fishbowling with Van Halen, 
betraying the Son of God in Jesus Christ 
Superstar, and now shaking up his fan- 
base with a trancy, introspective album 
by his new cult-ish sounding band, 

Tribe of Judah, Gary is at peace and 
restless at once. Or more accurately, 
his engagement with the world of rock 
'n' roll has settled a bit, his batteries 
recharged, Cherone now ready to try it 
from the top - or from the bottom, as it 
were - from scratch. The peace has 
given way to an urge to jump back into 
the ring. Will he find commercial suc¬ 
cess again? It's tough out there. Has 
he found the last year creatively rich 
and rewarding? You bet. And here he 
is to tell you about it... 


Tell me why you chose this musical direction 
for Tribe of Judah. 

Actually, it’s a direct result of coming out of 
Van Halen at the beginning of 2000. I didn’t 
know what it was going to be, but I knew I was 
going to write the music and creatively go into 
an uninhibited lyric. It’s not that Van Halen 
was restricting, it was the entity itself, the pre¬ 
conception of what Van Halen should be. But 
with Tribe of Judah, I knew I wanted to write 
something as pure of heart as I could. There 
was only one prerequisite; I didn’t want to join 
another three-piece rock band. What was 
attractive was some of the programming, the 
different canvases to write over. So I was look¬ 
ing for a writing partner and tripped upon 
Steve Ferlazzo, who was a keyboard program¬ 
mer and a brilliant keyboard player. And we 
started just to write, some heavy stuff, some 
moody stuff, some hypnotic stuff. Leo was just 
going to do a guitar solo in a non-related song 
that’s not on the record, and we just hit it off. 
With the three of us, that’s when I knew we 
had what evolved into the Tribe. It grew from 
there, but that was kind of the writing nucleus. 
It was a different canvas, and I wanted to do 
different things vocally on this record. I want¬ 
ed to use my voice like a guitar player would 
use his guitar, as an effect. So there are a lot of 
effective vocals on there, but it’s more about 
the songs than the voice. I’m singing a hell of a 
lot on this record, (laughs) 

Did you have freedom in Van Halen? For 
example, were you the guy behind the lyrics? 

Yes, sure. What was great about the Van 
Halen thing - which in hindsight probably led 



to why it wasn’t a suc¬ 
cessful record - was 
that Eddie and I really 
hit it off, and we really 
didn’t write a Van Halen record. 

It was just like when Sammy joined the 
band, it became the new Van Halen. When I 
joined, it became a new writing team, and I 
introduced him to a different lyric style. It was 
pure; the art was pure. But we ran into trouble 
when the record was done and it wasn’t the 
Van Halen record everybody thought was 
going to happen. But I never got pressure 
from the guys; they treated me great. 

Tell me a little bit about Tribe of Judah and 
Exit Elvis as terms. 

Well, Judah comes from the Old Testament. 
I like Tribe of something... The name stuck in 
my head from a few years back. Judah; some¬ 
day I want to name my kid that. If there’s any 
significance to the name, it’s that me, I’m one 
of the guys in the tribe, and not to get heavy, 
but people are one of many tribes; we come 
from tribes. So I’m playing with different 
characters at different points in their lives, and 
we’re just a band of thieves I guess, (laughs) 
And how about Exit Elvis ? 

Exit Elvis kind of sums up the philosophy 
of the record. Again, the record is not concep¬ 
tual in the traditional sense. A lot of philo¬ 
sophical themes are running through the 
lyrics. Exit Elvis is just a paraphrase of “Elvis 
has left the building.” And the song is more of 
a critique of - it sounds funny; I don’t want to 
sound heavy-handed or lofty here - but it’s a 
critique on art, the death of art. And the 


album cover ties into some of the themes 
that are going on on the record, the futility 
of man’s ideals. 

What have you been reading that has taken 
you in this direction? 

(laughs) You’re very good! You’re getting 
to the crux of it. The funny thing is, the 
atheists of the world - your Bertrand 
Russells, your Nietzsches - I don’t necessarily 
agree with their conclusions, but in order to 
disagree, you’ve got to understand the minds 
of some of those guys. And that philosophy 
in general always intrigued me, what brought 
a person to that point, with respect to the 
battle that we have in terms of free will 
versus an absolute truth and an 
absolute God, being 

Creator or cre¬ 
ation, or randomly 
I coming into exis¬ 
tence via evolution 
with no purpose. And 
the funny thing about 
this record is that the 
majority of the record is 
the antithesis of what I 
believe in. And the gun to 
the head, certainly I’m not 
advocating suicide, I’m just 
trying to bring relativism to its 
logical conclusion. Why does 
that disturb you? The person who looks at 
that image doesn’t like it. And to me, that’s the 
greatest argument for the existence of God. 
What caused the breakup between you and 
Van Halen? 

Well, success would have caused the contin¬ 
uation. (laughs) We started writing and trying 
to do the right thing, trying to make that right 
Van Halen record... The personalities got 
along, but add the pressure from the record 
company and the lack of success of the other 
record, and the writing was on the wall. I 
remember having conversations saying, “Hey, I 
can stay in the band, but you tour with Dave. 
Give the people what they want.” And they’re 
like “No fucking way!” That was actually con¬ 
templated at one time. I wanted them to get 
the Dave thing out of their system, because it 
would’ve been a massive tour; people would’ve 
loved it. 

So you guys contemplated making the Van 
Halen record everybody wanted, but your 
hearts just weren’t in it? 

What is the Van Halen record everybody 
wanted? I said to Alex, “Doing the right Van 
Halen record is doing it with Dave.” And that 
would’ve been a deathblow to me. I couldn’t 
win doing Van Halen 3... 
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It’s debatable. You might have... 

Yeah, you’re right. We wrote a few songs 
that could’ve been hits... They were some¬ 
where in-between the Sam and Dave thing. 

But it started to get a little dysfunctional over 
time. We parted fine. I really wish the Dave 
thing happened for them. I had an opportu¬ 
nity to meet Sammy, and I wouldn’t rule out 
Sammy getting back in there. 

Is Boston still part of your life? Has it been 
good to you as a city? 

Boston is probably the Extreme chapter. 

It’s very much a part of... actually no, I take 
that back. I grew up here, worked the clubs 
for years -1 was in bands for years before 
Extreme - and it was a great scene, everything 
from punk to pop to heavy metal. Still, to this 
day, it’s like that. There were some great clubs, 
and a lot of them don’t exist anymore. But 
yes, Boston is very important. Growing up 
with Aerosmith, even J. Geils, a band I saw at 
the Boston Garden... And then once Extreme 
got successful, it was just a place to put your 
head after every tour. I had my family here, 
and I still do. So we weren’t in the club scene; 
we were playing theaters and the world. So it 
became, I guess, where I grew up, and the 
place I came home to see the family. Between 
the cracks of Extreme, I joined the Boston Rock 
Opera troupe, a rock theater group with like 35 
local rock singers, and between tours, I jumped 
in and did Jesus Christ Superstar for a couple 
years. So that’s my connection to Boston, an 
incredible group of talented local singers and 
musicians, and that’s what keeps my ties to the 
local community. Other than that, it’s just fam¬ 
ily. I actually bought a house north of Boston, 
next to my family. Winter, spring, summer and 
fall, you know? I love California, but Christmas 
wasn’t the same. 

Are there any local clubs you’re quite fond of? 

Yeah, The Middle East, Bill’s Bar, there’s a 
House of Blues - the first House of Blues, in 
Cambridge. Tribe of Judah played a few shows 
over the summer, and we did a bunch of 200 
capacity places, sweaty people, old school club 
gigs which were just tremendous, because it 
reminded me of the early Extreme days. 

What’s your favorite album from the Extreme 
catalog? 

The last two, Three Sides to Every Story and 
Punchline. Those are the ones that aged well, 
production as well as songs. I think the first 
two, the production is a bit dated and I’m so 
far removed from some of those songs, like 
“Get the Funk Out,” it’s almost like I’m anoth¬ 
er person. 

How much of Pornograffitti being the most 
“returned” album in history is truth and how 
much is legend? 

I think the majority of it is myth, although 
I’m sure there were a few hundred housewives 
returning it after hearing “Get the Funk Out” 
and “Suzi Wants Her All Day Sucker.” (laughs) 
It’s funny. 

Any comments on the big Jesus Christ 
Superstar stars, Ted Neely, Ian Gillan, 
Sebastian Bach? 



I haven’t seen Sebastian. I heard he got the 
gig in New York, and I’d love to play opposite 
him. I wouldn’t doubt that I could sneak my 
hat into that ring. And I haven’t seen any of 
his stuff on Jekyll and Hyde> but he’s got a great 
voice. Ted Neely... this won’t go well with 
Jesus Christ Superstar fans, but I’m a fan of the 
movie soundtrack more than the original, 
which is Ian Gillan. Carl Anderson steals the 
show for me with the Judas character. I’d done 
Jesus first, and then I did Judas, and Judas is 
the role for me. I like the Jesus role, but Judas 
has the heavier tunes. 

What have you heard about Eddie’s health? Is 
he going to be okay? 

Yeah, you know, a lot of that stuff was going 
on when I was there, and long story short, I 
guess he had some cancerous cells on his 
tongue and got them cut out. The last I heard 
is about four, five months ago, he had a clean 
bill of health. 

Yet I heard that he didn’t stop smoking! 

He didn’t stop smoking. And you look at 
him and you go, “What the hell is wrong with 
you!?” Old habits are hard to quit. 

Tell me about the extent to which Exit Elvis is 
a concept album. 

Like all my records, if I write a pocket of 
songs over time, there are some heavy philo¬ 
sophical themes going throughout them. The 
underlying theme of this record being rela¬ 
tivism, the death of God, man’s free will, and 
how it relates to art and the meaning of life: 
How we view our origins determines how we 
live our lives. I hope I’m not getting too 
abstract... Some of those themes are what I’ve 
struggled with over the years, the whole free will 
issue and how we determine what is right or 
wrong. You talk about right and wrong in 
absolutes and what is gray is relative, but it real- 


H AND THE 
FUNNY 

THING ABOUT 
THIS RECORD 
IS THAT THE 
MAJORITY OF 
THE RECORD 
IS THE 
ANTITHESIS 
OF WHAT I 
BELIEVE ■■ 
IN. 


ly does tie into the basic idea of man’s free will. 
We have a choice to do what is right or wrong. 
Before you can determine what is right or 
wrong, you have to have the ability to either do 
right or wrong. And that’s getting to the crux of 
the matter. If God exists, there’s an absolute 
truth, an absolute law. If there is a God, we’re 
subject to His law, whereas if there is no God, 
we’re subject to our own laws. And to me, the 
record is a journey in that direction, which is a 
very grim direction. It ends with a song called 
“Exit Elvis,” which starts out as a critique of art 
and the meaning of art, asking whether it mat¬ 
ters in the end. 

It’s quite horrific if we find out that art does¬ 
n’t matter... 

Absolutely. There’s a quote from 
Dostoevsky that stopped me in my tracks and 
inspired a lot of the lyrics. “At first, art would 
imitate life, then life would imitate art, and 
then life would draw its very reason for exis¬ 
tence from art.” That scared the hell out of 
me. There’s got to be more to life than creating 
a piece of pottery, or painting a picture, or 
dancing. 

Creating, doing art - or self-actualization, 
which to a lot of people means art - is at the 
very top of Maslow’s Hierarchy of Needs, 
and if that means nothing, you’ve got your 
own new type of spiritual anguish. 

America props up the artist almost as the 
new prophet, regardless of their contribution. 
But then again, it’s been done throughout the 
history of man. In our own field, Bob Dylan 
was considered a prophet, almost a spiritual 
leader. Well, I thought so at one time. 

(laughs) Or even John Lennon. And it’s 
scary, because we are mere men that fall short 
of perfection. @ 

(740 Broadway 7th FI New York , NY 10003) 
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STORER/HRRD ROCK 


LAMONT 

THUNDER BOOGIE (TRAKTOR 7) 

Though Lamont’s garagabilly beginnings are 
still unquestionably a force, this diminutive trio 
seems to be embracing a heretofore hidden past 
with Thunder Boogie, the band’s sophomore out¬ 
pouring. This return to roots is most obviously 
exemplified by the brilliant trailer park-themed 
artwork, but lest you think Lamont is yet another 
group of doltish former punk rockers who think it's 
funny to wave the stars & bars and pretend to be 
rednecks, the music shows this shift to be much 
more than mere dress-up affectation. 

Though the aforementioned garage/rockabilly influ¬ 
ence still pops from the ground from time to time (the 
most blatant example is closer “Agent 49”), the 
band's love of nascent arena metal (think Van Halen), 
and all things fried and greasy (think ZZ Top and the 
Iron Skillet) is a lot more apparent this time around. 
Thundering opener “Hot Wire” and sweaty grimefest 
“I Saw Red” are funky, sexy romps, liberally moist¬ 
ened with R&B-by-way-of-rock-and-roll, the way this 
sorta stuff is supposed to be played, dammit. 

Heavier, more fuckable grooves than the faux-garage 
bands of Sympathy, Estrus, et al. and more forward- 
thrusting momentum than many of the stoner bands 
rockin’ the nation, it's this record’s emphasis on the 
girl-juice-encrusted groove that causes it to hit the 
r’n’r bullseye where these other, similarly-pitched 
bands miss. And if you still need convincing, check 
out the hidden bonus cover of ZZ Top’s “Nasty Dogs 
and Funky Kings,” which states my case much more 
eloquently than I have. 

Thunder Boogie is exactly the sort of direction 
many bands who fit into either of the aforemen¬ 
tioned categories would try and steer their music if 
they were as forward-thinking as Lamont. I don’t 
wanna say this shit’s the wave of the future (though 
I sure as hell wouldn’t complain if it was), but for 
now, these guys are enjoying an awfully large por¬ 
tion of this particular slab o’ ribs. Lamont is one of 
very few bands I can imagine sharing the stage with 
both The Reverend Horton Heat and High On Fire 
without being badly out of place in either instance 
for many reasons, not least of which is the band’s 

ferocious live 

IgUgli . : A a ttack, the sort of 

It Cs pi | • I experience that led 
'g 0 ^| someone long ago 

K y to realize that the 
words “raw” and 
“power” go really 
well together. 

They tour all the 
■ time, so there’s 

MM rea,,y no reason for 

■kJBJLY you not to have 

M both albums, sev¬ 
eral t-shirts, ring¬ 
ing ears, and a hangover as proof that you’ve sur¬ 
vived being on the receiving end of “The Lamont.” 
(1100 Cambridge St. Cambridge , MA 02139) 




STOCKHOLM SLUMP (GEARHEAD) 

“Demons” just keep getting’ better! Swedish rock produced by Tomas 
Skogsburg (the Hellacopters, Gluecifer, Entombed, Backyard Babies, and 
plenty of muscle-car metal , baby), what else do you need to know? They 
look like greaser rockabilly dudes, write like glam/sleaze boyz, and they 
fuck shit up like all the Swede rock bands finally gettin’ their due. 

Speaking of which, the pure rock sound is thick and throaty, much like 
the Hellacopters’ best record, Payin’ the Dues , the one Skogsburg pro¬ 
duced, and the one that’s taped on the flip of Backyard Babies’ Total 13 
(probably one of the most consistent, tuneful, post-glam rock records 
since Appetite for Destruction, and them’s big words!), a tape I’ve had in 
my car for four years running cuz Skogsburg’s guitar sound, a fast car, and 
light traffic make roadtrips a blast, with or without reststop quickies. 

Oh, Stockholm Slump , right... There’re hard-charging punk rock guitars 
skating close to metal-sounding (what, like Dropkick Murphys’ guitars are 
nancy-sounding?), and there’s often a real darkness in some of the tunes 
(the underbelly of sleaze has always been attractive and romantic, and 
Hanoi Rocks, early Criie, and GN’R knew it well), but three-chord punk is 
probably where “Demons” focus lies. And with good reason; “Suburban 
Kid” and “Degeneration Hotel” are coke’n’jack’n’jack’n’coke classics (a line, 
a shot, a mixed chaser). Get this and realize how badly American rock 
bands are getting their asses kicked by Swedish rock bands, fuckin’-a right! 
(PO Box 421219 San Francisco, CA 94142) 

SCOn HEFFLON 

SIXTY WATT SHAMAN 

REASON TO LIVE (SPITFIRE) 

Kick your ass, rock your house, groove-bangin’ metal on the stonerrock side of the 
divide. Scott Reeder’s knob-twisting is great. You can compare Dan’s vocals to Phil’s 
(Anselmo of Viking Crown, Pantera, Down, etc.), but that’s mainly projection and a 
similar blues rock ’n’ roll tone. A tone which saturates the six-strings, too. Tell you 
what, I can’t recall any songs after playing it, but I do spin it fairly often. I like how it 
starts off with a boogie into kickass lick, and keeps the energy level up. The drum¬ 
ming is very solid and splashy in the cymbals without being too prominent in the mix. 

I don’t know if geography plays a role, but the rural/Southern feel that Sixty Watt 
Shaman have hardened into their “thing” does place’m down there below the Mason- 
Dixon line and in kinship with the Maryland doom bands and even the Confederacy 
of Scum power dirt scene in the wake of Antiseen. 

If you want some traditionally-based kick-ass, signup. Look at it as pulling blues 
rock-rooted metal into the cranked-up realm of rock soldiers who grew up on 
Skynyrd/Nuge/BOC/Thin Lizzy and kept absorbing density and grit. I’D bet if you 
asked these guys, there’d be a bunch a cool punk and hard alt. records from all eras in 
their hearts and minds. Tour’m with Zakk Wylde and Halfway to Gone, hide your 
weed and whiskey, and enjoy the evening. Bonus: These guys can back down to 
unplugged and still keep your attention. 

(22 W. 38th St. 7th FI New York, NY 10018) 

CRAIG REGALA 

ROTTEN APPLES 

REAL TUFF (EMPTY) 

Another good rock and roll record from a band who’d slot nicely opening for the 
Foo Fighters or The Donnas. Strong vocals, full-bodied tunes constructed of hard pop 
rock, a bit of Ramones drilling, a handful of the first couple Joan Jett and the 
Blackhearts LPs, and a touch of the clipped Mod side of power pop. If you’re prone 
towards female singers (or just good rock and roll singers), this’ll work you into a lath¬ 
er. The Dishes in Chicago, Manda and The Marbles in Columbus, The Donnas, lots of 
choices (and role models, if you need’m) in non-penised singers players/writers out 
there. Classic new wave cover: “Noticeable One” (you don’t know it? Do the names 
Bozzio and Cuccurullo light that clove cigarette?). Best song: “My House.” Great 
melody* nice off-kiltered bridge (shades of Staten Islands’ Dirty Looks [the 1980 band, 
not the hair farmers]) and a pointed lesson in “How did you end up in my house?” 
relationships. Other best song: “Heart Candy.” Cool from stem to stern. 

(PO Box 12034 Seattle, WA 98102) 

CRAIG REGALA 
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Grab these two slabs 
of heaviness at your 
local shop now, or 
order directly from 
MeteorCity’s 
All That’s Heavy Store 
on StonerRock.com at: 
www.stonerrock.com/store 


’Graveyard Poetry* Is a return to 
rock that’s vital and pure, fusing 
sludge, melody, and a touch of 
NWoBHM. Fans of Down, 
Acid Bath, and The Obsessed 
cannot miss this! 


P For more of the best 
>ck on earth, contact: 


Spiritu rise from the New Mexico 
desert like a second atomic 
genesis, scorching the blight of 
weak-ass rock from the land. 
Atmospheric and ferocious in the 
vein of Clutch and Sabbath! 
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STOOER/HHRD ROCK 


SPICKLE SPIRITU 


THE RIGHT TO REMAIN SILENT (CRUCIAL BLAST) 
Fuck yeah, “our” kinda carryin’ on. Anyone who has 
a taste for dynamic mixed metal/rock juggling (“hey, get 
your classic rock outta my progressive rock!, no you get 
your post-NoMeansNo prog punk outta my power jazz 
fusion”!) can feed at this trough. Perfectly cobbled 
together singerless math rock roots are grafted to a 
swooping hard-edge logic that could drop these guys on 
a bill with Devin Townsend and King Crimson, therein 
providing a high energy, open-minded evening for all. It 
never devolves into a doodlefest or gets to the boo-head¬ 
ed gunk that sank so many H.O.R.D.E. bands. 

(PO Box 364 Hagerstown, Maryland 21741) 

CRAIG REGALA 




VOODOO CARAVAN (SPV) 

Total classic into hard rock kick-ass. 
Whatever mid-tempo ’70s Deep Purple via 
Monster Magnet rockers are out there, 

The Quill is for you. I’m one. This is 
what I wished the “hair metal”-era bands 
had been more like. I mean, Jesus, they 
came right after metal had solidified its 

a base as a distinct thing. I suppose the 

“hair” thing wasn’t really about the metal 
as much as the pop rock. A big part of the 
’80’s reaction to the ’70s was to tighten 
_ - tunes down and reanimate/reformulate 

poppy danceable rock and roll. Too bad 
mmmmm bands were so compromised/self-com¬ 
promised. Hell, Whitesnake could’ve been 
this good (plus, they had some catchier 
tunes), but then again, it takes big bucks 
to get those supermodels into bed, right 
David? 

So this is it: Longish groove-saturated 
tunes with a killer singer, pretty good playing, and move¬ 
ment I’d imagine could be tagged as a ’70’s revival. Or 
maybe ’70s-inspired as they use a hammer-down ethic to 
replace noodling nanciness with power chord stroke with¬ 
out losing the prog tinges that keep the songs interesting. 
No wonder these guys have knocked out a Maiden cover 
for one of the many tributes. There’s no way they don’t 
know a full set of Mountain/Uriah Heep/Lucifers Friend 
covers. In keeping with this month’s compare & contrast 
theme, The Quill guys are to Scandinavian rock what 
Sixty Watt Shamen are to the Mid-Atlantic U.S.. Really, 
take into account the cultural difference. If you can find a 
flaw in this argument, you can buy me a drink, deal? 
(http://welcome, to/thequill) 

CRAIG REGALA 


(METEORCITY) 

A West Coast corollary to Abdullah, the same liquid heavy metal, melted grunge, acid 
rock probing run through a different geography. In Spiritu’s case, out in the desert - 
although it’s not pastoral - there’s a meatier, city vibe that reads arena metal lineage in 
width and (occasionally) attack. Tunes exist as sketches, like a “head” in jazz, they kinda 
give you a direction wherein the music as it lives and breaths might wander. 

OK, out of their element, the components of this disc would be a lumbering mess. 
Inside it, well, it’s like watching a manatee water ballet. These big things (sustain-R-us 
riffs, almost-Dio vocals) roll and swoop, and - no matter how gay it sounds - they 
soar... Yup, soaring manatees , right out there in the desert. Talk about your “acid rock,” 
who’s dosed now? 

As I said, it ain’t about snappy tunes, the sound is a huge part of it, and producer Jack 
Endino is so locked onto what organic rock barf is, it sounds effortlessly upchucked. 
Maybe it was. Who cares? Me, ’cause he needs to keep doing it. As far as touch points, 
look for the commonality of “post-desert rock,” a Murry Head quote, and a Sir Lord 
Baltimore cover off Sir L’s second-best record. Like Abdullah, you know these guys are 
lifers, Iron Maiden back-patches on their jean jackets from 7th grade on up. 

(PO Box 40322 Albuquerque, NM 87196) 

CRAIG REGALA 

TOTIMOSHI 

MYSTERIOSO? (CRUCIAL BLAST) 

One of my favorite live surprises of ’02 was seeing these guys pinch hit for Spirit 
Caravan at The Emissions fest. Subbing for a legend ain’t easy, but they came up with 
the goods in spades. A classic power trio line-up drawing on basic rock pound, they 
winnowed the noise/crank stream of the Touch & Go/Boner/Relapse labels into the 
cool aspects of wadded-up hard rock. Enough breathing room to let the songs hang 
out there, enough power to let’m play with Bottom, enough of a dynamic to gig with 
Spickle, and enough presence to play with High On Fire. 

If you want to dive into a rock nerd argument (one of the reasons you’re here), call 
Totimoshi a “hard rock” band defined by the loud, pushy, but non-metal, non-punk 
course they steer. Test bands from The Who to Chrome to Mission Of Burma to Steel 
Pole Bathtub to Jesus Lizard and you’ll find traces of their DNA in Totimoshi’s double 
helix. The drilling guitar tails into power chords and little licks, the density of the 
drums splatter vs. splash approach, the continual rolling pressure of the bass and the 
mid-tempo breathing room... well, it’s just great. 

(PO Box 364 Hagerstown, Maryland 21741) 

CRAIG REGALA 


16 TONS (CRUCIAL BLAST) 

“16 tons and whatta ya get? Another day older and deeper in debt.”* 

Fuck yeah. Weedeater articulates the frustration and despair of being 
trapped in a mere body of nerves and bone with the modern rock version of 
the blues: grinding doom. Returning the blues heft and sway to the roots of 
Sabbath, subtracting anything that doesn’t resemble a man coming out of 
the mine carrying a pickaxe after his fourth 10-hour shift, 16 Tons growls 
and lurches with a perfect symmetry. The songs exist as songs, although 
you’re gonna get the way rasped/grind vocal on most of it, so you aren’t 
gonna choose tunes by pop melodies. The sixth cut, “Woe’s Me,” makes the 
blues connection explicit: It’s a slow, undercast, cleanly-picked tune. The last 
cut is an instrumental, “Kira May,” and is pretty much all bass. It comes off 
as an elegy of sorts. I' find this soothing and musical the same way thrash in 
the ’80s acted like Ritalin: It brings certain focus by equaling the squalling 
hum in my brain, bringing balance. Once again, another good one from 
Crucial Blast. They’re really becoming the Touch & Go for this century. 

(PO Box 364 Hagerstown, Maryland 21741) 

CRAIG REGALA 

*Tennessee Ernie Ford 



26 | LOLLIPOP MAGAZINE #60 


CHECK OUT WWW.LOLLIPORCOM FOR DOZENS OF ONLINE-ONLY FEATURES AND REVIEWS 



























HRR1TIRR 


HRR P1RR 5UPER5TRR 


XN STORES NOUJ 


ri 

FDR INFO VISIT: YOUCRNFEELIHECDH1 » 


RECORDCOLLECTION/ 1214 ABBOT KINNEY / VENICE,CA 90291 / WWW.RECORDCOLLECTIONMUSIC.COM 


YOU CRN PEEL IRE 



Rill White?! 


#60 LOLLIPOP MAGAZINE | 27 


DAYCARE SWINDLERS 
HEATHEN RADIO 


MANDAANDTHE MARBLES 
MORE SEDUCTION 


OUT SOON: 

NEW RECORDS FROM 
I FARM, REVOLUTION 
SUMMER, CAPTURE 
THE FLAG, STAR 
STRANGLED BASTARDS 
AND MORE! 


TOXIC NARCOTIC 
WE RE ALL DOOMED 























































AN INTERVIEW WITH VOCALIST 


-■ gmm ■ ■ ■ ■ EDUARDO MARTINEZ 

the flaming sideburns 

NU GARAGE, MY ASS, IT’S ONLY ROCK AND ROLL AND THEY LOVE IT._ 



The modern incarnation of our 
H heroes, The Flaming Sideburns, dates 
' Or M from 1995 when Eduardo signed on. 
BS* He’s from Argentina and throws a nice, 

aIL mr <#'$ reserved, lascivious heat into the mix. 

■ Spanish blood, indeed. 

1 - 1 The Flaming Sideburns combine ’60s 

\ garage punk and Nuggets-era psyche- 

jm - ^ delia/acid rock (who were siblings 

IE* j i alread y with enou § h attack and impurism 

i|p^ ~ , * k to relieve any of the revivalist tendencies 

^ ^ M #8 * %te that san k a buncha promising units dur¬ 

ing the post-rock awakening to all things 

rock and roll via a scream, a thump, and three chords). Finland’s their homeland as 
far as I know, Smack and Hanoi Rocks are the only names to pierce U.S. shores with a 
rock and roll as rock and roll attack, as opposed to punk and metal whatevers. 
Considering the population of Finland’s less than NY, they also look 
to their neighbors in Sweden (where, apparently, they give out 
Stooges records upon graduation from middle school), for peerage 
and support. So if their name looks familiar to those of you who’ve 
been hitting the Hellacopters/Turpentines/The Hives/Soundtrack of 
Our Lives bump in the road, here’s another to catch air off of... 


You guys are gonna get the “nu garage” tag 
pinned on your ass sooner or later. That 
gonna piss you off? 

No, not really. I mean, we really love garage 
rock. That stuff is what we’re based in, but not 
the only thing we like. The roots of the 
Sideburns music are The Sonics/Stones/MC5 
side of things. We like The Hives, but some of 
the other “nu garage” I don’t know much about. 
I notice more classic rock and roll/R&B in 
your tunes than the more “punk rock” 
focused garage bands. 

Yes, we love soul music and it was a big part 
of rock and roll and bands we listened to. The 


Stones, the Rationals, 

MC5: If you see any old 
TV footage of them you 
can tell they were huge 
James Brown fans. 

When I was in 
Argentina (he was born 
and spent his formative years in Argentina), I 
listened to a lot of music; there’s always been 
rock and roll bands there. Some are making it 
to Europe; like Fabulosos Cadillacs, Argies and 
Ataque 77. 

Do you guys get lumped in with the Swedes, or 
do you have Finnish bands you play with? 


Yes, there are some really good (Finnish) 
ones: The Mutants, The Ultra Bimboos, 
Hypnomen, Los Hurricanes (whose shirt he’s 
sporting on the cover of the latest Sideburns 
disc,. . .Save Rock *ri Roll). It’s hard to tour 
and play many different places and be seen in 
Finland, but you’ll hear about these bands, 
they play all over Europe. I mean, so do we; 
we tour go through Germany, into Spain... 

We love Spain, we go there as much as possi¬ 
ble. It’s a very rock and roll place, at least for 
us. 

It’s interesting that the music you play draws 
on so much from the era when you were 
born. The first time I played Save Rock V 
Roll , it reminded me a ton of the Flamin’ 
Groovies, the same personal twist on British 
Beat and garage influences. 

Yes, when we started, we played a bunch of 
covers while we were writing songs. Many of 
the same songs they covered. They’re classics 
in a way, you know? It helps you learn. But 
I’ve listened to a lot of stuff, things you may 
not really hear in our music - U2, Thee 
Hypnotics, and Pink Floyd - but if you like it, 
it influences you in some way. It’s easier to see 
the Iggy Pop, Roky Erickson, and Dead Moon 
influences. Dead Moon* were the first band 
we played with in a big hall. We are such big 
fans, and they treated us great. We play rock 
and roll, you know? We’re carrying the flag for 
this sort of thing, because it’s good and many 
younger people realize what’s good about it. 
(There is a big commotion, it sounds like several 
people howling and then a dogfight.) 

Well, it looks like I have to go... 

I One last question: What bands around would 
you like to play with? 

The Rolling Stones, The Soundtrack of Our 
Lives - who we’ve played 
|iBa j, . with before - as well as The 
Hellacopters. One of the 
first songs I ever played was a 
Union Carbide** song... 

(The line goes dead...) ® 

* Long- suffering Pacific NW 
band who’ve been sluggin it 
out for a decade and a half, 
BUT if you include their 
leader Fred Coles other garage 
incarnations, since 1965 or so. 
Yeah, 1965. Much bigger in 
Europe. 

** Great Swedish band from the mid/late-’80s. 
Twisted Detroit rock filtered through oddball 
influences to give it a barbed hook. Their last 
record, Swing, was mediocre, but the other three 
are great, definitive hard rock via ’70s punk. 

Two of Soundtrack of Our Lives members were 
in Union Carbide. 
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SPIRIT CARAVAN 
Jug Fulla Sun 
CD ONLY 


SPIRIT CARAVAN 7’ 
So Mortal Be 
b/w Undone Mind 


SPIRIT CARAVAN 
Elusive Truth 
CD and LP 


DEAD MEADOW 
Self-Titled 
CD ONLY 


STINKING LIZAVETA 
ill 

CD ONLY 


DEAD MEADOW 
Howls from the Hills 
CD and LP 


OTHER TQLOTTA RELEASES 
Self Titled 
lorxhscimtor 

...hopelessness and shame. 
Slaughterhouse 


THE OBSESSED 
ORTHRELM 
STINKING LIZAVETA 
STINKING LIZAVETA 


SOLD OUT 
CDEP and 12"EP 
CD ONLY 
CD ONLY 


SEND CHECK OR 
MONEYORDER TO: 

TOLOTTA RECORDS 
PO BOX 4412 
ARLINGTON, VA 22204 
USA 


MAILORDER PRICES 

CD- $10 (US) $11 (CAN) $13 (OVERSEAS) 
LP- $10 (US) $11 (CAN) $14 (OVERSEAS) 
CDEP- $8 (US) $9 (CAN) $12 (OVERSEAS) 
7”~ $5 (US) $6 (CAN) $8 (OVERSEAS) 


everything is available online at www.tolotta.com 


SPIRIT CHRHUHn 




CD / LP AVAILABLE 10.22.02 ™ 

THE NEW STUDIO ALBUM “Live From Camp X-Ray 


SANTA MONICA CA 90403 
WWW. VAGRANT. COM 
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PUM/POWERPOP 


BOSS 

MARTIANS 


MAKING THE ROUNDS (MUSICK) 

Something about this stuff reminds me of 
Elvis Costello but I’m not sure why. It must 
be the way the vocals come in loud and clear 
on the first beat of a riff with fairly elaborate 
lyrics. Maybe it’s that Hammond organ hold¬ 
ing the main chord progressions down in the 



background, but you hear a lot of that these 
days without necessarily being reminded of 
Elvis Costello. 

Power pop indeed. Most of the songs are 
of the sure-fire rock variety, complete with 
many repeated choruses to make sure catchy 
little buggers have a good grip. Some of the 
lyrics are good enough to have echoing 
around your skull for a little while, but if you 
get “Dreaming in Stereo” stuck in your head, 
you’re fucked. Imagine what a nance you’ll 
look like when you go to work and sing “You 
got me dreaming oh-oh! You got me dream¬ 
ing in stereo!” While all the other long-shore- 
men do a faggy little dance behind your back. 

The closing track, “Every Girl in Town,” is 
pretty smokin’. Solid Egg Studios production 
quality pays off especially well here, and I dig 
the arrangement. 

Most of the songs are about girls and most 
of them have bass lines making little major- 
scale staircases between four chords, and nice 
guitar that makes occasional snarling noises. 
“AMX” has a funny 
fake AC/DC intro that 
gives you four bars to 
make up your own 
fake Bon Scott lyrics 
like, “Oi!” and, “all 
right!” Ah... good 
times. 

(PO Box 1757 
Burbank, CA 91570) 

GRADY GADBOW 
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DAG NASTY 

MINORITY OF ONE (REVELATION) 

Yes Virginia, that Dag Nasty. Ten years after their first reunion record, DC’s 
melodic hardcore pioneers have crossed paths again. The lineup is the same as 
1992’s Four On the Floor and 1986’s classic Can I Say : Roger Marbury, Colin Sears, 
Dave Smalley, and Brian Baker. For those of you keeping score, these four have done 
time in Down By Law, DYS, Fugazi, Minor Threat, Bad Religion, All, The Meatmen, 
and Junkyard, so they’ve got a lot to live up to and a lot to live down. 

Dag Nasty fans tend to fall into two camps depending on which singer they prefer: 

The sensitive types will go for Pete Cortner, while tough guys will pick his predecessor, 
Dave Smalley, every time (the more-Dag-Nasty-than-thou types worship original singer 
Shawn Brown, but-that’s another story). The good news here is that on Minority of One , 
Smalley branches out from his trademark half-sung, half-barked vocals into singing that's 
almost Cortner-esque. The bad news is that, unfortunately, he either can't or won’t 
match the intensity of his earlier delivery. The backing harmonies the band picked up 
during their stint on Epitaph don’t help either. In fact, his singing sets the pattern for the 
whole record: The rhythm section is tighter, the guitars cleaner, the songwriting more 
complex, and the production (courtesy of Steve Hangsen, the mysterious fifth member of 
Minor Threat) more solid than ever - but the better they get, the more trouble they seem 
to have in recapturing their old spark. They occasionally hit their stride (“Bottle This,” 
“Throwing Darts”), but they’re just as often bogged down in musical “diversity.” 

Here’s the thing: Although Dag Nasty may once have seemed polished and catchy 
compared to eccentric DC contemporaries like Rites of Spring, Embrace, and 
Beefeater, “punk rock” has since caught up with them and then some, and the style 
of melodic hardcore that they invented has become the common currency of cynical 
boy-bands like Saves the Day and New Found Glory. Although they’ve refined their 
sound many times over, Dag Nasty just can’t cut through the clutter like they used to. 
(PO Box 5232 Huntington Beach , CA 92615) 


COMMON RIDER 

THIS IS UNITY MUSIC (HOPELESS) 

If you grew up in the United States and listen to punk rock, chances are you went through a 
year or two of serious Operation Ivy obsession. You got a tattoo, some records, and convinced 
yourself you were really into ska and “unity.”* And you always wondered what happened to the 
rest of them; you know, the ones who aren’t cashing checks full time in Rancid or running 
obscure record labels and covering the entire West Side Story soundtrack in Schlong. For years, 
rumors of reunions and side projects flew fast and furious (hey Lookout! Records: My copy of 
the Downfall record is twelve years late and counting!) but that was all you had until Jesse 
Michaels surfaced in Common Rider in 1999. And, of course, you had to check out the record. 
Don’t worry, their new one is a huge improvement. 

Last Wave Rockers sounded like exactly what it was: The singer from Operation Ivy trying half¬ 
heartedly to teach two guys from a second-string pop-punk band (Squirtgun, if you’re keeping 
score) to play on his ska demo. This Is Unity Music sounds like a real album by a real band. 

They’ve added a second guitar, taught the rhythm section to play reggae competently, and devel¬ 
oped a sound of their own: Half twitchy garage rock, half new wave reggae, and half anthemic 
punk. If they occasionally lapse into formula (weird verse into sing-along chorus and back) or 
awkward Jamaican-isms, Common Rider can be forgiven if only because they’ve 
managed to pull off a ska-punk record that doesn’t rely on cheesy horns and guitar 
distortion pedals. They may’ve lost some of the old intensity and energy, but once 
you get beyond the fact that he’s slowed down and doesn’t scream as much as he 
used to, Jesse Michaels is doing a damn good job of staying true to the real 
Operation Ivy. Not the band that hit big two years after they broke up and 
spawned a million mall-punk imitators, but the band that played the music they 
loved no matter how offbeat it seemed at the time. 

(PO Box 7495 Van Nuys, CA 91409) 

MORGAN COE 

* As I type, Vm wearing a 10 year-old home-stenciled Operation Ivy hoodie, so 
Vm as guilty as the rest of you. “Some of us grow up, and IT’S STILL THERE!” 
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DEATH 


(VAGRANT) 

Living in the Northwest will sure make 
a fella skeptical of the gimmick line-up. 
From no damn bass player to nothing but 
bass players, they all fall short and I say, 
“Meat and potatoes, jeans and a T-shirt, 
bass, guitar, and drums, or back to 
Olympia with the lot of you!” And then 
along comes Viva Death out of California 
to prove me wrong and I take it all back. 

With nothing but three baritone guitars 
and a drummer, they’ve nailed the rock 
and roll bull's eye. The album is perme- 


KINGS OF NUTHIN’ 

FIGHT SONGS (DISASTER) 

I don’t give a good goddamn what sort of rebel music you’re into or what scene you claim, sell all 
that you own, take your bread and purchase Fight Songs. Reports of the death of swing have been 
greatly exaggerated. Boston’s own Kings Of Nuthin’ come on like gang busters, Mafia suits and all. 
G-men beware, it’s as though the whole movement was a precursor to this. The Kings are it, and 
you know it, daddio! With their stellar musicianship and impeccable style, a more perfect album is 
scarce. Intent on bringing back the neglected elements of swing, they infuse it with barhouse boo¬ 
gie-woogie, gospel, and ragtime. It’s surprisingly authentic, as these boys have obviously done their 
homework. But make no mistake (as Bush Jr. would say) this is highly energetic music that will 
have you reeling. The lyrics are superb, with a sense of humor bigger than a plate of pasta at your 
Aunt Dora’s, and nearly as big as her. Gruff frontman Torr Skoog will undoubtedly endure compar¬ 
isons to the Bosstones’ Dicky Barrett. His classic growl at times recalls a really pissed off Tom Waits 
or Louie Prima. Not ones to skimp, they give up fifteen songs here without a single clunker. Why 
are you still here? Go down to the corner and buy this. And get me a pack while you’re out. 

(Box 7112 Burbank , CA 91510) 

EWAN WADHARMI 

ROGER MIRET & THE DISASTERS 

(HELLCAT) 



ated with a beautiful, creepy, sinister 
vibe. Bright, clean leads soar like vicious 
eagles over a dark jungle of chord pro¬ 
gressions. Fuzzed-out vocals are melodi- 
cally shouted with all the battlecry inten¬ 
sity of sex, death, and revolution. 

Baritone guitars are funny things. 
Halfway between a guitar and a bass, 
they're generally considered inferior to 

more spe- 

^ cialized con- 

shows 

. : incredible 

range and 

1,1 1 - . complexity. 

It’s by no 

means a half-assed, weird guitar studio 
experiment. I just hope it's not a one-off 
side project thingy. 

There’s no other band quite like Viva 
Death, their style and skill is comparable 
to Rocket From the Crypt and early 
Fugazi. Another keen band that comes 
to mind is Vas, the L.A.-based duo front¬ 
ed by fellow weird guitar owner and lyri¬ 
cal psychopath Paul Erickson. There's 
still a lot to be said for bass, guitar, and 
drums and no funny business, and before 
anybody gets any weird ideas, buying an 
unusual axe will not make you as good 
as Viva Death. Those guys have talent. 
(2118 Wilshire Blvd. #361 Santa Monica, 
CA 90403) 

GRADY GADBOW 


When Agnostic Front-man Roger Miret throws a party, you can believe some talented folks 
are going to show. With Johnny Kray and Rioux - of The Krays and The Bruisers respectively - 
The Disasters are something of an East Coast supergroup. Rhys Kill contributes zealous guitar 
to concrete the sound. The meat’n’potatoes street punk has few surprises, but plenty of nice gar¬ 
nishes. Flourishes like piano on “Kiss Kiss” and occasional cheerleaders bookmark the songs. 

The military punk chorale adds beefy background chanting. Lyrics of upstarts running riots and 
administering boots may sound cliched - or as I prefer, comfortably broken in - but it’s Miret’s 
animated, drooling vocals that stand out over familiar lyrical content. He’s disgusted with you 
and seems one thin mint away from spewing on your leather. Experience did little to resolve his 
youthful rage, but it sure helps in the skilled delivery. 

(2798 Sunset Blvd Los Angeles , CA 90026) 

EWAN WADHARMI 

THE VANDALS 

INTERNET DATING SUPER-STUDS (KUNG FU) 

Wow, The Vandals really kicked into gear, huh? In ’94, the gloryday of punk’s second coming 
(or was that punk’s gloryhole? Its goryday?), The Vandals kicked ass with Live Fast Diarrhea , an 
accidently killer record they couldn’t seem to match with subsequent tries (it was going around), 
but Look What I Almost Stepped In was their most consistent in years, and Internet Dating Super- 
Studs continues that fine tradition. The Vandals, like NOFX and a few other top-notch second- 
wave punk bands who started when no one gave a shit, weathered the heyday, and still blast away 
at “jokey” manic punk now that the “the kids” have moved onto, like, emo’n’shit, just keep get¬ 
ting better. Frighteningly so. Each member is so good on their instrument, and they’ve written 
so many songs and fine-tuned the craft, it’s barely even “punk” anymore. At least in the sloppy, 
vibrant, knee-jerk direct social howl that most of us idealistically like to think of (mostly nostal¬ 
gically) as “punk.” And the production? Sweet Jesus and Mary Wallet Chain! Between inten¬ 
tionally throwing a monkey wrench into the song structure, just to goose you, saying nyah-nyah 
while doing so, the production is so crisp and clean, you almost think you’re listening to a Bon 
Jovi arena-rock album or something (Warren’s soaring 
guitarwork doesn’t help), but then you catch 
Quackenbush’s sweet nasal voice slip in some quirky 
phrase JBJ’d never utter, and you realize nose-thumbing 
punkpop has simply entered a whole new phase. Stellar 
musicianship and playful lyrics (imagine Mickey Mouse 
running around a house party in a thong and cowboy 
boots, coked to the gills, telling dirty jokes and coaxing 
girls to lift their shirts, cracking everyone up along the 
way) make Internet Dating Super-Studs yet another fine 
addition to The Vandals’ legacy. 

(PO Box 38009 Hollywood, CA 90038) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 























r music 


AN INTERVIEW 
WITH DRUMMER 

GEORGE REBELO 


CAUTION (EPITAPH) 

Sweet buh-jeesus if Hot Water Music 
doesn’t get better with each release... 

Year after year, album after album, how 
do these guys do it? Everything from 
the vocal delivery (someone took singing 
lessons!) to the guitar arrangements 
screams “top notch,” and that’s not 
mentioning the band’s new-found pen¬ 
chant for earthquake-inducing melodies. 
Sometimes the guitar lines even sing 
along: “We’ll Say Anything We Want” 
contains a weeping descending arpeggio 
that rips your heart right out, while dual 
guitarists/vocalists Chris Wollard and 
Chuck Ragan growl road-weary convic¬ 
tion like lions fighting being caged. 
Breathless and adrenalized, sentimental¬ 
ity roaring like a beat-up old car’s strug¬ 
gle to stay alive... magnificent. 

As “The End” closes the album with an 
innards-bearing Wollard conjuring twisted- 
and beautiful vocal lines, there’s no ques¬ 
tion left. Caution is the album Hot Water 
Music will be remembered for. It's the result 
of eight years of grueling touring, self-analy¬ 
sis, improvement, and overall hard work. 


A little recap: last Feb., you told me “the 
upcoming record is by far our best.” You were 
still in the demoing phase at the time, but you 
were right. 

Yeah, and we do put out a lot of records. 

We definitely think this is our best one, by far. 

It just seems like everybody (in the band) is on 
the same page; nobody’s fighting with each 
other. A lot of times in the past, we were more 
concerned with our individual parts rather 
than the song. But Brian (McTernan, produc¬ 
er/engineer) refereed the whole thing, and it 
turned into this unity. Everybody played 
together. Jason (Black, bassist) and I never 
played so tight together in the past... 

Really? Could’ve fooled me! 

I mean, we definitely know how each other 
plays, but now we’re more of a “rhythm sec¬ 
tion.” Before, it was like “check us out!” (being 
flashy). But now it’s like “check us all out!” 
Was this maturation because of your person¬ 
al musical tastes moving away from punk and 
hardcore and toward more “pop” stuff? 

I don’t think so. Every time we get in the 
van, it’s still The Wipers, Gbrilla Biscuits... I just 
think we’re more confident with our songwrit¬ 
ing now. Chris (Wollard, guitarist/vocalist) and 
Chuck (Ragan, guitarist/vocalist) really up the 
ante on us, and it’s just incredible. These days, 
we’re more into the arrangement of the songs 
rather than the individual riffs and parts. We get 
off on odd little bridges and pre-choruses, and it 
just flows. I have to think about playing our new 
stuff more, cuz it’s doing more with less. 



The choruses, man, they’re fucking huge. 

We had more time (to work on the songs) 
this time. Like you said, we demoed the whole 
record with Brian, so we had pretty good qual¬ 
ity recordings of these songs. 

Someone told me that Epitaph were so 
pleased with the demos, they were almost just 
going to release it as the album? 

I wouldn’t say the demos were that great. 
There weren’t vocals on a lot of the songs; just 
“blahblahblahblah.” (imitation half-screaming 
half-singing) 

Did Chris and Chuck take vocal lessons for 
this album? 

No. On A Flight and a Crash , Chuck’s voice 
was really harsh. He was ruining his voice. 
Brian was really concerned. He made Chuck 
go to this guy who basically taught him some 
warm ups and how to relax his voice a little. 
Made him sing more from his diaphragm 
instead of doing it all from the throat. Cuz 
(before) he was tensing up, using his whole 
body when he sang. We were really concerned, 
cuz - fuck the band - he would’ve eventually 
lost his voice completely. 

How has Epitaph made things easier for the 
band? You don’t have to work day jobs any¬ 
more, do you? 

We live in Gainesville, which is pretty cheap 
anyway. We live pretty decent lives. I make a 
little money. I live like a king in a really, really 
small castle. I don’t have a house, I don’t own 
a car (can’t afford one). I live within my 
means, and (my profession) allows me to travel 
the world and do what I really love. My family 
is absolutely proud. My Dad told me the other 
day - for the first time - that I’m the only per¬ 
son he knows who’s doing something they 
love. 


Have the 
records been 
selling better? 

A Flight and a 
Crash is our best 
seller to date. 

The press for the 
new one is pretty 
insane. We were 
doing five, six 
interviews a day 
in Europe. We 
had “press days” 
and photo 
shoots and all 
that kind of 
stuff. We didn’t 
get into music 
for all this , but I 
guess it comes 
with the territo¬ 
ry. I’ve accepted 
it. Maybe there 

will come a time when we refuse to do inter¬ 
views, cuz some of them are... sickening. 

(laughs) Examples, please! 

We’ve done interviews in the past with 
questions like “what’s your favorite Kool-Aid?” 
It’s like “Are you fucking kidding me!?” 

Do the Europeans ask that? 

No, they ask pretty interesting questions. 

It’s their brutal honesty: “A Flight and a Crash , 
did not like so much. Quite different direc¬ 
tion. But Cautions songwriting is better.” 
That’s not so “sickening.” 

No, I was talking more about the kids who 
start fanzines to get into shows for free. There 
are tons of those. I’m not slagging fanzines, 
cuz they’re awesome when they’re done right 
and for the right reasons, but others do it for 
scene points. “Look at me, I’m with this guy 
from this band.” A lot of kids do that. It’s 
annoying. Start your own fucking band. 

We get shit sometimes, like “ Fuel for the Hate 
Game is your best album.” That’s cool; that’s 
their opinion. But I actually had this kid tell me 
the other day that the new record’s terrible; 
“You’re selling out, you’re neglecting all the 
fans,” etc. I was like “If we wrote songs for our 
fans, wouldn’t that be selling out?” Selling out is 
when you’re compromising your music. I think 
Caution is our best album, so I’m not selling out 
at all. I write music cuz - when all’s said and 
done -1 can listen to it and I can love it. That’s 
how we started this band, and that’s how we’ll 
always be. I don’t write music for other people. 
It’s cool if they “get it” and can enjoy it, but we’re 
not writing for them. We’re writing for us. If the 
four of us - who have such different musical 
tastes - can listen to the record and think it’s 
good, then it’s good for Hot Water Music. ^ 
(2798 Sunset Blvd. Los Angeles, CA 90026) 
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eighteen Visions 


VA N ITY 



The groundbreaking debut album from Hopesfall in stores now. The beautifully heavy new album from Eighteen Visions in stores now. 

This album is incredible from start to finish ” - Shoutweb “Vanity is the quintessential metalcore record of the year” - CMJ 



BACK IN PRINT 

3 BONUS TRACKS 
RE-MASTERED 


Ask for Hopesfall and Eighteen Visions CDs and tee shirts at your local music store. Phone: Toll Free 1-866-TK-RULES! Web: WWW.TRUSTKILL.COM Trustkill Records. 23 Farm Edge Lane. Tinton Falls, NJ. 07724. USA. 
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'IT WAS\ 
A "TWO 
FOR ONE" 
v SALEH! A 


1: MASSIVE 
BODY 
PIERCING. 


f LOOK, 1 
JUST 
GOT MY 
INNER 
THROAT 
, DONE. A 


www.4y record s. com 


4: CRASH DIETING. 


"NOTHING > 
TASTES 
AS GOOD, 
AS LOOKING 
GOOD 

v FEELS", y 


THE CRUSH 


HERE IS WHERE I CROSS MY FINGERS (ADELINE) 


4Y-RECORDS: PUBLISHING YOUR PATHETIC FLAWS SINCE 1985 


Adeline enters the lucrative and often laughable world of emo- 
punk, but they do so with a band from Minneapolis, so they won’t 
get slapped. The Crush, as their name implies, are heartfelt young¬ 
sters who might have tousled hair, but no California tans, cuz 
Minneapolis is cold and rugged, from what I understand. Kinda 
rough vocals (no whining), “rockin’ out” guitars (chugging, dramatic 
breakdowns, but usually dirty sounding enough to compensate for 
the noodly shit that make me think of the large, open spaces where 
I’d much rather be than an emo show), and casual, mid-tempo pace* 
perfect for Fall walks kicking leaves or lonely, late-night walks home 
after not getting laid. Again. They’re actually pretty guitar-oriented 
powerpop with a rough edge, like maybe Husker Du, and the bio 
namedrops Jawbreaker and The Replacements. 

As is often the case with a young band, the 40 minutes presented 
here is about 10 too many, the band essentially writing three songs 
and then providing variations on the same few themes. People who 

love this band probably think 
this is just right, and thank God 
for devoted fans. Oh, there’s a 
fourth song, the sparse, strum- 
my, drum-machiney “3/4” which 
falters and whines about “it’s the 
way her words take shape” and 
all that hoaky shit. The song 
blows. But they’re forgiven cuz 
there’s a song later that’s so 
good, I looked to see if it’s a 
cover, and it is. By a band called 
Lifter Puller, who I have a pass¬ 
ing recollection of vaguely not 
hating too much. Turns out they were from Minneapolis but moved 
to Boston. Turns out they also wrote a song I really like (when cov¬ 
ered by someone else) called “Mission Viejo.” Of course, following 
that highlight is the second low point, some cliche piece of shit called 
“And for You, I’m Dying Now” which quotes “more than a feeling” 
and “more than words” one after the other as if to test their audi¬ 
ence’s gag reflex. (Boston and Extreme were from Boston too, but 
try not to hold that against us, huh?) The song is one big break¬ 
down, has vocals in the chorus doubled by a good screamy voice that 
Glassjaw fans will undoubtably like. But another Boston band, The 
Sheila Divine, howls just as well, so suck their dicks and fuck 
Glassjaw until they learn to write better songs and scream the right 
notes, lazy bastards. OK, so cheesy title and bad start aside, the song 
drones nicely by the end (one big Ataris breakdown) with lots of 
cymbal crashing and other drama. Minneapolis punk good. 

(5337 College Ave. #318 Oakland , CA 94618) 

SCOn HEFFLON 
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SOME THINGS WOMEN DO THAT 
THEY DON'T REALLY NEED TO... 


BLACK CITY (BURNING HEART/EPITAPH) 

I KARA COLT 

CHAT AND BUSINESS (EPITAPH) 

More post-Hives me-too neo-rock, with enough self-importance to light 
either Division of Laura Lee’s Black City or Ikara Colt’s tedious “City of 
Glass.” Between the Division’s crazy song titles (“We’ve Been Planning this 
for Years,” “The Truth Is Fucked,” and so on - don’t worry, they have nothing 
to do with the songs themselves) and the Colt’s mock outrage at being 
banned from the UK charts (not for anything genuinely shocking , mind you; 
apparently they broke some obscure rule about putting stickers in a record 
insert), you can tell both bands think they’re Gang of Four, the Pop Group, 
and the Swell Maps all rolled into one. Unfortunately, their music doesn’t 
live up to their delusions of rebellion. Although Black City ends with a song 
called “Wild and Crazy,” Division Of Laura Lee certainly aren’t; they sound 
like The Strokes on downers, or a more “serious” version of The Hives. The 
tempos plod along amiably, the guitars twang and jangle, the singer preens 
and swaggers, and when things get slow, the producer’s always there with a 
little sample or some weird guitar bit. 

Ikara Colt, on the other hand, forgoes slickness in favor of monotony. 
Where Black City sounds diverse and radio-ready, Chat and Business starts 
off with a song appropriately titled “One Note.” Although they occasionally 
slow down and try to sound “moody” or “detached,” the band only sounds 
comfortable when they’re playing at top speed and the singer cuts loose a 
bit. Think of The Pixies’ frantic stuff, but without Joey Santiago’s surf guitar 
or Black Francis’ over-the-top lyrics and delivery. To quote Trainspotting , it’s 
not bad, but it’s not very good either. In spite of the singer from Division of 
Laura Lee describing his band as “one of the most important bands in the 
history of all rock” and the press release that tags Ikara Colt as “un-mar- 
ketable,” both of these bands are generic product through and through: 
Calculated, commodified, and utterly disposable. 

(2798 Sunset Blvd. Los Angeles, CA 90026) 

MORGAN COE 
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Barbara Ann 
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"Ode to My Freaks" 

cd 

special limited-edition pink transparent vinyl 12” 
available from windswept/pretty face records 
http://www.BarbaraAnn.tv 
http://www.interpunk.com 
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Atom and His Package 
Redefining Music 

HR653-LP/CD Out Now! 

Look for Atom’s new album “Attention! 
Blah Blah Blah” Out 2/11/03 

Digger 

Keystone 

HR665-CD 
Out Now! 

Common Rider 

This is Unity Music 

HR663-LP/CD 
Out Now! 



iKSUBCITYCt] 


Cinema Beer Nuts dvd/vhs 

Also available; 

Cinema Beer Goggles dvd/vhs 
Cinema Beer Belly dvd/vhs 


Mustard Plug 
Yellow #5 

HR664-LP/CD 
Out Now! 




The illusion of Safety 

SC021-LP/CD 
Out Now! 


Avenged Sevenfold 
Sounding the 
Seventh Trumpet 

HR660-CD 

Out Now! OTGEilSEIEIfOLJj 


P.O. Box 7495 Van Nuys, CA 91409 
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PUM/POUJERPOP 



DROPKICK 

MURPHYS 

LIVE ON ST. PATRICK’S DAY FROM BOSTON (HELLCAT) 

Pretty much a no-brainer here, it’s a live Dropkick Murphys record, 
recorded in the band’s hometown of Boston over St. Patrick’s day weekend. 
26 songs totalling over 74 minutes, including all the hits and faves, as well as 
covers of the Bruins theme, Gang Green’s "Alcohol,” and a surprisingly cool 
version of Creedence Clearwater Revival’s “Fortunate Son.” While not espe¬ 
cially delicate, it’s treated respectfully in DKM’s calloused hands. And, as 
you might guess, there’re bagpipe classics like “Amazing Grace” and a few 

other “I can’t quite place it” bits’n’- 
pieces, but mostly it’s wall-to-wall 
Dropkick Murphys punk. Bringing 
tin whistles and bagpipes to the 
ever-deepening roar of their Irish 
Oi! streetpunk snarl was the 
smartest thing the band ever did, as 
they almost toppled into metal terri¬ 
tory, ya know? DKM is a fun time, 
and you’d have to be a real dick to 
hear this and not like it. 

(2798 Sunset Blvd Los Angeles , CA 
90026) 

SCOn HEFFLON 


THE STEREO 

REWIND + RECORD (FUELED BY RAMEN) 

Rewind-vRecord is filled to the brim with trademark Stereo hook-and- 
sinkers, except this time the humble, hardworking, progressive genius master¬ 
mind Jamie Woolford also threw in plenty of previously untouched “experimen¬ 
tal elements.” Whereas previous releases saw The Stereo plowing through every 
song with muscular anthems, Rewind+Record retains all the potency without 
always roaring past the listener. The result? A whole new spin on the possibili¬ 
ties of power popcraft. A triumph of musical alchemy as bombast sugar blasts 
mingle with drum loops, synth strings, somber keyboards, and ragged opti¬ 
mism. It’s the sound of flawless songwriting that only a natural like Woolford 
can pull off, done with a new-found confidence in sound engineering. 

Opener “Dear Fans of The Stereo” is a perfect example. I expected the 
familiar explosion of ROCK when I first put this record on, but surprise, 
surprise!, I got a whirlwind of vocal harmonies and Casio beats instead. And 
it’s done with so much attention that you forget to complain. Just cuz it 
ain’t the woosh of openers past don’t mean that the song ain’t good. 

Standard Stereo fares “Pay No Attention,” “You Better Believe It,” and the 
absolutely sickening “Have I Paid My Debt to MPLS?” (best verse ever, not to 
mention the jaw-dropping “fuzz” bridge) are the band’s best guitar tunes yet, 
but it’s really the “pop” tracks that steal the show. “Turn Off Your T.V.” is a 
piano waltz worthy of the last Ben Folds Five album. “Stop Breathing” is - 
I’m convinced - a miracle of God containing not one weak melody in it. 

And “Too Little, Too Late”"- without a doubt the jewel in the crown that is 
this album - would make Jellyfish proud. Broken-hearted Rhodes wearing 
Woolford’s angelic harmonies like a latex glove, “Too Little, Too Late” is the 
drunk romantic trying to find footing as he traces/clings to the dark hallway 
down toward the bathroom, his stomach and heart filled with something far 
worse than a night’s worth of binging and self-destruction. The lingering, 
acidic aftertaste of regret in the repetition of “...too late...” Magical. 

(PO Box 12563 Gainesville, FL 32604) 

TIM DEN 


NEW BOMB 

TURKS 

THE NIGHT BEFORE THE DAY THE EARTH STOOD STILL 

(GEARHEAD) 

New Bomb Turks hold a very special place in my heart. 
They’re one of the best and most famous bands to come out 
of my adopted hometown of Columbus, Ohio, they’re solely 
responsible for pulling me back to the rock after my brief 
sojourn into “college rock” (the moment I first heard 
Information Highway Revisited was just one of THOSE 
moments), and they’ve been responsible for some of the best 
live shows I’ve ever seen. They were the first punk band I’d 
ever heard that I really connected with; that sounded like I 
had always hoped punk music would. The first two albums 
(Destroy Oh Boy and Information Highway Revisited , both on 
Crypt) are unquestionably punk albums, but they’re punk rock 
and roll, music where you can hear the influence of Van Halen 
and The Rolling Stones sitting right alongside the ’77 punk. 

What followed were three albums for Epitaph: The first, 
Scared Straight, flashed rapidly-improving songwriting chops, 
and for a brief moment, it looked like the Turks might be able 
to successfully make the transition from punk band to rock 
band. What followed instead was a regression to three-chord 
punk, albeit without the 


w 

■THE NIGHT BEFORE 1 


RTH STOOD STILL I 


locomotive roar of the —n 

Crypt material. f jJFmw NK 

S ° imagine my sur- BOMB 

prise at The Night f 7 TURKS 

Before the Day the kUi ¥ Hmos6 

Earth Stood Still. ^**4 * jib H 

Though the album title ^ f IP J 

leads you to believe Jk 1 j J 

that nothing has HVJB ^ 

changed (the puns, * 

always the puns), this 

is what should’ve fol- |the night before the 

lowed Scared Straight. I . earth stood st,u| 

The punk background 

is still there, of course, but this is unquestionably a rock 
record. Matt Reber’s bass is the same ball of fuzz it's 
always been, and the tempos chug along as nicely as ever 
(though drummer Sam Brown does get a chance to show 
off and play something besides sped-up polka beats), but 
this feels nothing like the rote-punk of the last two albums, 
most of which is due to the bump in songwriting. 

The hollowed-out three-chord punkers that dominated 
the last two albums are replaced by well-crafted rock 
songs, the kinds of songs that caused bands like The 
Hellacopters and The Hives to worship these guys in the 
first place. “Like Ghosts,” the biggest surprise of all, finds 
singer Eric Davidson tossing aside the jester’s cap, pulling 
his hand out of his pants, and singing straight from the 
heart (no irony, no funny faces, no puns) while guitarist 
Jim Weber throws down some excellent accompaniment. 

It’s beautifully-rendered and, gulp, genuinely heart-rending. 
And, like the rest of the album, it’s an unmitigated triumph 
for a band whose days I thought were over. 

(PO Box 421219 San Francisco, CA 94142) 


36 | LOLLIPOP MAGAZINE 


CHECK OUT WWW.LOLLIPORCOM FOR DOZENS OF ONLINE-ONLY FEATURES AND REVIEWS 
















































involve: 


JUSTIN SANE 


?U== KAf SiJ 

VJJfiJ 2it 


ECOR 


fueling the flames of 

revolution 


Modey Lemon 

self titled 


'Mobilize 1 


Pipedown 

'Enemies of Progress' 


methadones 


The Methadones 


Purchase any A-F Records CD online or at your local 
independent music store between October 25th and January 1st 
and receive a free A-F Records patch of the above design. 

A-F Records P.0. Box 71266 Pittsburgh, PA 15213 www.a-frecords.com 


Justin Sane 

"Life, Love, and the 
Pursuit of Justice" 


Thought Riot 

"Shattered 
Mirror Syndrome" 


September brings a two-fisted Boston-street-punk attack! 
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BY MORGAN COE 



The Mighty 
Mighty Bosstones 

are one of Boston’s 
few remaining rock 
institutions. Over the 
past couple of years 
they’ve weathered 
lineup and label 
changes, but have 
finally come through with A 
Jackknife to a Swan , their first post-major 
label album on Side One Dummy records. 
Jackknife reaches back to their “break¬ 
through hit” Let's Face It, with big rock 
guitars, melodic horns, and the odd ska 
number, but tilts the balance from pop 
hooks to more thoughtful songwriting. 

You won’t hear a sequel to “The 
Impression That I Get” playing at Fenway 
Park this time around. Dicky Barrett talks 
about songwriting and Boston history... 


You guys are from the East Coast, but you tour 
all over. Do you find there’s a big difference 
between East Coast, West Coast, and Midwest 
shows? 

I find that people who like the Bosstones 
seem to be much the same all over. If you talk 
about parts of the country or parts of the world, 
maybe even as short a time ago as ten years, 
there might have been a difference but, you 
know, a tattooed kid with a green Mohawk is a 
tattooed kid with a green Mohawk... I think 
people are kind of searching for the same thing, 
they want the same things all over... 

About the new record: Did you guys do any¬ 
thing different, or was it sort of a progression 
from the others? 

We decided, as we do with all the albums, 
what we wanted to do and the direction we 
wanted to take it in, and on this one, we decided 
we wanted to have the energy and the raw power 
of the earlier records, combined with the quality 
songs of our later records. And I think we 
achieved that. In one sense, we wanna always be 
the Bosstones, but in another sense, we never 
really wanna repeat ourselves. 

What do you think about when you’re sitting 
down to write a song or plan out a record? 

I write all the lyrics, so it’s kind of a 





process... I’ve started 
writing lyrics for the 
next record; I’m always 
kind of writing poetry or 
putting down lyrical ideas 
I for songs. That’s never- 
ending and I did that long 
before I had any vehicles for 
those lyrics. 

So, do you have a plan when 
you’re writing the lyrics, or 
do you just use whatever’s 

around you? 

It depends. I don’t wanna limit myself to a 
blueprint or any exact formula for how its done, 
so, I mean, sometimes I’ll hear a phrase and say, 
“You know, that would be a really cool idea for a 
song,” and sometimes I’ll have an entire theme 
that I wanna write around. The minute I say 
“you do A, B, and C” for writing a Bosstones 
song is probably the minute we start doing 
cookie-cutter songs, and that wouldn’t be us. 

I noticed - even as far back as “The Rascal 
King,” and then stuff on the new record like 
“Mr. Moran” or “Jackknife to a Swan” - you 
seem to have a really big thing for Boston his¬ 
tory. Any comments? 

Yeah... “Mr. Moran,” that’s not a great 
example because he was more of a New York- 
based mobster, although the Boston-based mob¬ 
sters are probably the most comical... Yeah, I 
definitely have a love for my town, that was 
instilled in me when I was a kid by my parents. 

I am the quintessential Boston guy. 

It’s kind of an unusual thing, though. A lot of 
people will talk about their “hometown pride,” 
but to actually take someone like Mayor Curley 
and write a whole song [“The Rascal King,” 
from Let's Face It] about him... 

Yeah, but if you go to any community college 
writing course, rule number one is to write 
about what you know, and what you have a pas¬ 
sion for. And Boston is definitely one of them 
for me, you know? I’m the guy who named his 
band after the city, so I feel it’s a little bit of an 
obligation. By the same stroke, Boston is the 
type of city that’s kind of, y’know, that pride is 
there. One of the only rock’n’roll towns that 
when you name the band, you automatically 
know that they’re from Boston. There’s no ques¬ 


tion mark over where Aerosmith is from, or the 
Dropkick Murphys, if you wanna talk about 
punk rock. It’s not as common a phenomenon 
in other places. 

Another recurring theme you have: On the lat¬ 
est record, there seems to be a lot of... maybe 
not defensiveness , but on songs like 
“Everybody’s Better,” “Sugar Free,” or “You 
Can’t Win,” it seems like you’re writing almost 
as if you’re responding to some kind of attacks 
or criticism. Was that conscious, or am I mis¬ 
reading that completely? 

No, I think you might be onto something 
there... A lot of the overall attitude of the record 
may even have something to do with events that 
took place in September of last year. A slightly 
darker, grimmer look to the world is something 
that not just me but most people have carried 
since then. We were writing that album in the 
wake of what took place, so - and I’m not saying 
that the record is Bruce Springsteen’s The Rising , 
where he wrote songs about the event, but its 
hard not to have something of that magnitude 
enter into your art. So maybe there’s a black or 
dark gray cloud over the songs. Now, the defen¬ 
sive thing has always been a thread that’s woven 
through most of my work. To say something on 
such a huge podium, on such a grand stage 
where a lot of people are gonna hear it is kind of 
daunting to begin with, but for me it’s... I don’t 
claim to know the answers and I don’t think that 
I even know all the questions, but I know they 
exist. That doesn’t answer your question... 

Any explanation behind the album cover art, 
which seems to be kind of a tattoo thing? It’s 
kind of different from your past covers. 

I really like that guy Christian Clayton who 
did the cover, and the guy who did the back 
cover is a friend of mine, Durb Morrison, from 
Columbus, Ohio, who gave me a tattoo last 
night. The record in its original concept was the 
story of one man; he might be exactly like me or 
it might be who I’m afraid to be, or it might be a 
million miles away from who I am. It’s definite¬ 
ly the tale of one man, and I wanted him to be 
represented in the artwork on the cover. 

What about the choice of the Sailor Jerry, old- 
fashioned tattoo art style? 

I have a real love for it. It’s difficult for me to 
talk about because, in my head and in my heart, 
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there’s a million reasons, but I don’t wanna 
come off sounding overly arty or like my 
album covers are as important as Sgt. Peppers 
Lonely Hearts Club Band. They have a ton of 
meanings to me and I’m sure that the cover 
art has a lot of meanings to the fans and kids 
who bought the record, but I don’t wanna sit 
around and talk about it. 

Fair enough. I remember when you did 
“They Came to Boston,” and now “I Want 
My City Back” reminds me a lot of that song. 
You guys are very vocally coming out against 
a lot of the stuff that goes on here, the... 

Gentrification. 

.. .gentrification of the city. 

You know what? It’s an old concept, and 
it’s as old as anything. You make a really good 
point, and a good example is “They Came to 
Boston.” We’re talking about a ten year gap 
between those two songs, and if my father wrote 
the song, it’d be about a place called Scollay 
Square... 

I was actually down there last night. I looked 
up and saw the sign and thought, “This is 
Government Center, practically.” 

Yeah, Government Center is this big, huge, 
brick-built plaza. But at one time, it was the 
complete center of the Hub. There’s change, 
and as you get older, you end up being the guy 
saying “In my day” and “In the good old days, 
this used to be better .” But I’m sure there are 
kids with places, and things; places they go to 
and things they enjoy about the city, and ten 


H WE SET OUT TO 
■ ■ DO SOMETHING 
YEARS AGO AND WE 
STUCK TO IT. WE’RE 
SKINNING THE SAME 
CAT WE ATTEMPTED 
TO SKIN WHEN WE 
FIRST STARTED OUR 
CAREER OF CAT- 
SKINNING. 


years from now, they’ll say “I liked it better 
when it was. ..” It’s a fact of life. 

On the other hand, I know you guys are really 
popular with B.U. kids, exactly the same kids 
you might have been directing “They Came to 
Boston” at. Do they understand, do they get it 
at all? 

Kids go “I’m thinking about going to Boston 
for college, is that okay?” And I say, “Yeah, man. 
Go get an education.” 

You guys have been around forever... I was 
trying to find a date for the very first record¬ 
ing and I don’t know what it is, but I remem¬ 
ber getting Devil's Night Out years and years 
and years ago... 


We recorded some stuff before Devil's Night 
Out. Years before that. 

Was that Impact Unit? 

Impact Unit was my first band, but after that, 
we did three songs that were released on 
Skankin Up the Nation number one. You did 
your homework, man! You know the 
Bosstones! 

I was a Midwestern ska-core kid for years and 
years. 

Nice to meet you, man. Let’s go for one 
more question... 

My last good one: Looking back, beginning to 
end, what’s changed and what’s stayed the 
same? For kids who haven’t heard the new 
stuff, or haven’t heard the old stuff, what’s the 
common thread and what have you guys been 
playing around with? 

I think that our hearts and our heads are 
still in the same place. Most bands, as times 
change, they change, and if you wanna say 
we’re set in our ways and that our music is 
dated, that’s fine. Call it whatever you want, 
but I think we set out to do something years 
ago and we stuck to it. We’re skinning the 
same cat we attempted to skin when we first 
started our career of cat-skinning. 

Any new tricks you’ve learned to do with the 
cat skin? 

I think we’re a better band, but we were a 
pretty good band to begin with. @ 

(PO Box 2350 Los Angeles, CA 90078) 
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TSUNAMI 

BOMB 

THE ULTIMATE ESCAPE (KUNG FU) 

Tsunami Bomb pull off the “chick-fronted punkpop 
band” well, considering they’re coming in this late in the 
game, when bands like Tilt, Dance Hall Crashers, (early) 
No Doubt and, to a lesser extent, Lucky Strike and a few 
others have done it so immaculately. And now The 
Donnas, Sahara Hotnights, and a few Swede rock bands 
Americans haven’t caught onto yet are breaking it open 
even more. Comparisons to Tilt are inevitable, so let’s 
get that outta the way. Like Lucky Strike, Tsunami 
Bomb first appeared on Tomato Head, and basically 
were on their own promotion-wise. Luckily, Fastmusic 
scooped Lucky Strike just before they broke up, and 
Kung Fu grabbed Tsunami Bomb, who show no signs of 
calling it quits any time soon. Tsunami Bomb are a fun, 
active listen, and singer Agent M is a cutie, just in case 
you’re curious, and what they lack in exceptional song¬ 
writing (or accidental genius) they compensate for with 
vibrancy, and the rest can be worked on, right? They’re 
on a number of comps as well, so they’re making up for 
lost time, getting the Good Word out, so listen up... 

(PO Box 38009 Hollywood, CA 90038) 

HALO 

FRIENDLIES 

GET REAL (TOOTH & NAIL) 

Another chick punkpop band that bucks most of the 
pitfalls. Sure, they’re cute, sure, they rock pretty well, 
sure they write pretty lil’ peppy pop gems that, ya know, 
you can sing along with by the end of the song (meaning 
they’re predictable but fun), but might take a few times 
listening to to really remember once they’re done playing 
(means they’re catchy, but not exactly distinct). The 
Muffs’ Kim Shattuck produced the band, they’re man¬ 
aged by Dance Hall Crashers’ Elyse Rogers, and aside 
from tours with Tilt, No Use for A Name, Dance Hall 
Crashers, and more, one of this young band’s claims to 
fame is their performance of “Run Away” on Hu ffy the 
Vampire Slayer. Kinda like Letters to Cleo (the voice 
behind Josie & the Pussycats, in case you’re new) with 
Dance Hall Crashers harmonies, lacking the umph (and 
songwriting near-genius) of Bif Naked, but they’re far 
more vibrant than the always-kinda-flat’n’unenthusiastic 
Donnas, and infinitely better than Saraha Hotnights, 
who you just know lots of people are gonna fall for... 
Dumb name and probably a band that’ll stay relatively 
unknown cuz TRL losers don’t know anything they’re not 
spoonfed, but these girls deserve to be an underground 
hit cuz they have the looks, the chops, and actually 
cohere as a band, not just some diva with a backing 
band. Give this band the right push, and they’ll be on 
teen movie soundtracks in no time. 

(PO Box 12698 Seattle , WA 98111) 



TEN FOOT POLE 

BAD MOTHER TRUCKER (VICTORY) 

A great record title and album cover, and a peppy, melodic record, if a little dated 
and thin. Ten Foot Pole probably has a devoted fan 
base (three records on Epitaph and a slew of high- 
profile tours’ll do that), and Victory signed them 
when Epitaph dropped them. They’re decent mid- 
’90s melodic punk, don’t get me wrong, but Fat has 
released a couple dozen better records than this, 
and the new emopunk school will consider this so 
five minutes ago (just like they’re about to be). 

Dennis Jegard has a clear, accurate voice (beats emo 
with a stick) and the band is “raging” like 
Pennywise or whatever, but for all the joking and 
“thundering” drumming, it’s just not exceptional. 

(346 North Justine St. #504 Chicago, IL 60607) 

THE PATTERN 

REAL FEELNESS (LOOKOUT!) 

The Pattern are better than The Potatomen ever were, but that ain’t saying much. 
The comparison - for those lucky enough not to be into the behind-the-scenes shit - is 
that former Lookout! owner Larry Livermore always insisted on releasing his band’s 
records even though no one cared, and The Pattern is the hip, trendy, garagey new pro¬ 
ject by current Lookout! president, Chris Applegren, formerly of The Peechees. The 
band’ll probably do fine without me liking them, which is good, cuz I don’t. Like the 
Yeah Yeah Yeahs and a number of other nti garage “fun, party” bands heavy on hype, 
light on distinctiveness, the trendy kids are sure to flock to the jerky sounds presented 
here without ever looking deeper into the genre, and thus people mistakenly think they 
invented it, as opposed to watering it down for lazy morons’ consumption. I get 
blamed a lot for hating bands cuz their fans are shallow, and this is admittedly another 
case. If the band were to humbly admit they’re basically a cover band, and not an espe¬ 
cially good one, and rattle off the greats again and again and again until “the kids” were 
finally convinced maybe they oughtta check out the pioneers of the style, hell, then 
maybe I’d stop hating these interchangeable genre-tribute bands. Naw, probably not... 
(PO Box 11374 Berkeley, CA 94712) 

LOST CITY ANGELS 

(NITRO) 

With a more punk rock-roots sound and style, Lost City Angels’ debut is surpris¬ 
ingly flat. Produced by Nate Albert of The Mighty Mighty Bosstones and having 
shared stages with them, Social D, The Living End, and River City Rebels, you’d kinda 
expect it to sound more dangerous , seeing as it’s got hard-hitting drums, gonzo solos, 
snarling melodic vocals, and rhythms that’re sometimes more Stooges dark swagger 
than Pennywise Calipunkpop, ya know? Very telling is that they opened for Andrew 
WK and Flogging Molly, playing after Allister. See? This being their debut, and phras¬ 
es like “jumped on as producer” and “rushed 
into the studio” worked into the bio, perhaps 
word spreading about their rawkus live show 
and more time in the studio will bring out a 
harder side of these heavily-tattooed rockers. 

Give us more charging, anthemic rockers like 
“You Think You’re Alone?” and “Another 
Beaten Soul” over the Weezer/Nerf Herder roll 
of “If You Go.” The other mp3 on Nitro’s site, 

“Edge of 21,” is far more representative of the 
two available. Yeah, that’s a good one... 

| (7151 Warner Ave. F-736 Huntington Beach, 

CA 92647) 
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EUROTRASH (CLEOPATRA) 

Zeromancer combines members 
from Seigmen, Kidneythieves, and 
Prick (cool, always wondered what 
happened to those guys) and has 
toured with The 69 Eyes, The 
Kovenant (or more likely Covenant, 
Cleopatra being “famous” for spelling 
everything but their own name 
wrong), and Project Pitchfork. 

Gorgeous, dark pop anthems make 
Eurotrash a great record for home 
brooding as well as club floor twirling, 
and more aggro moments will appeal 
to industrial freeks, well, without get¬ 
ting too elitist about it. Call it acces¬ 
sible industrial, but seeing as so many 
claim to love throbbing industrial yet 
Metropolis is on the verge of going out 
of business, a little commercial atten¬ 
tion to this kinda stuff might be nice. 

Yeah, yeah, yeah, there are some 
Manson howls and KMFDM guitar 
chugs, though early God Lives 
Underwater and Prick make better ref¬ 
erences, and I keep getting flashes of 
Pop Will Eat Itself, but that’s probably 
because, as erratic as they were, I 
really liked a couple of their records. 
And Circle of Dust, but even lots of 
rivitheads don’t know who they 
are/were, but if ya like this, find that, 
and vice versa. I think Zeromancer 
are German cuz it pops up in the bio 
a lot and their names “look German” 
to me, but there’s a real Brit pop feel 
to the soaring 
anthemry, but 
mixed with 
hard beats, 
croaking 
vocals, and 
distorted gui¬ 
tars so you 
won’t get them 
confused with, 
like, Oasis. 
They have 
more teeth, 
and so do 
their songs. 

Hell, they sometimes sound kinda like 
Grand Theft Audio (they had a couple 
key tracks in Dude, Where's My 
Car?), but U.S. audiences seem not 
to’ve caught onto that band either, so 
why don’t I just stop already... Like 
Orgy? Buy this. And for fuck's sake, 
go get some Metropolis releases, 
would ya? 

(13428 Maxella Ave. #231 Marina Del 
Rey, CA 90292) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 



VOODOU 

THE BLESSING OF CURSES (INVISIBLE) 

Tho’ there’s not much new to the mix of Voodou - part Meg Lee Chin, part Front 
Line Assembly, part Pigface - it should be known that this is far more listenable than 
much of what is offered in the way of “dark” music. That is to say, the standard pap of 
too much computer-driven distortion and not enough thought about emotional deliv¬ 
ery. The Blessing of Curses takes a (admittedly hot) female singer (who can actually 
sing, something not seen since, oh, I dunno, Faith & the Muse, perhaps? And don’t 
give me that whole Switchblade Symphony crap. There’s a difference between singing 
& caterwauling) and matches her to guitars & programming, mostly mid-tempo, jug¬ 
gling real & synth drums. The sound is clean and rich (produced by Martin Atkins 
himself, so that’s not surprising), but could’ve used some more dynamic depth. That’s 
not saying the guitars are always full bore, or the keyboards have no texture. Rather, 
when the guitars kick in after a bass breakdown, they should blast in, not stay at the 
same level as what came before. It’s a small thing, but that’s often the difference 
between a good mix and a great one. Martin should know this, seeing as Pigface is full 
of that kinda stuff, but so it goes. Better than most, not as good as some. 

(PO Box 16008 Chicago, IL 60616) 

LEX MARBURGER 

ANTIMATTER 

SAVIOUR (THE END) 

Ex-Anathema bassist Duncan Patterson and long-time friend Michael Moss bring in 
some special guests (couple decent female singers and Anathema guitarist Danny 
Cavannagh), flirt with Portishead styles, and release a hauntingly beautiful album worth 
listening to from end to end, again and again. When I first played Saviour , I shut off the 
phone ringer, closed my eyes, and let it wash over me. Aside from a few clunky moments 
(hey, they’re still finding their legs), this new project will chill like the cold industrial 
moments of a Metropolis release, and then warm you like dawn breaking after a long 
night of drinking hard, chain-smoking, wondering why you even bother to inhale anoth¬ 
er breath. Ahhh, beauty... Like an awakening scene in a movie, the sparse, echoy guitar 
eases the mind, and faerie-like vocals dance on lilipads of ideas, stormclouds on the hori¬ 
zon noted and ignored, for now... Male vocals whisper like Gavin, but the richness and 
honesty of the music is like nothing Bush could ever come close to. In a more perfect 
world, Antimatter would be huge; girls would listen to them while absently brushing 
their hair, thinking of Him, and young men would listen to them, fighting back the tears 
welling up, wishing they had the courage to tell Her how they truly feel. A gorgeous, 
subdued, heartfelt record by a band we’re truly blessed to have in our presence. 

(331 Rio Grande #58 SIC, UT 84101) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 

DISTRICT 

CONFIDENCE 

MISTRUST THE ANGELS (METROPOLIS) 

From Metropolis to WTII back to Metropolis, In Strict Confidence finds a home 
for their latest effort, Mistrust the Angels. I’ve followed this band since 1998’s Face the 
Fear release. Throughout the album, you’ll hear familiar sounds and styles, except for 
“Hertzattacke,” which is the powerhouse club hit, but the album lacks stronger songs 
like “Kiss Your Shadow” or “Prediction.” This album takes its time moving from song 
to song, almost as if it’s trying to be sure you can see for yourself how the sound has 
matured and become more refined. As a big ISC fan, my heart was more geared to 
the previous album, Love Kills!, but this one still delivers and is far from a letdown. 
One gripe I have (and I’m sure many others share it) is track nine is missing. If you 
want this track, you’ll have to be one of the lucky 200 people that owns the “bag” edi¬ 
tion, which contains the missing* track nine on the second disc. 

(PO Box 54307 Philadelphia, PA 19105) 

DJ CARRION 
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1. Part IV of the Breathing Shadow series, this highly anticipated album by 
Dan Swano offers magical tunes for fans of hard rock and melodic metal. 

2. ULVER offer the original soundtrack for the Swedish short film Lyckantropen by Steve Ericsson. 
Expect an exciting blend of experimental soundscapes, dark undertones and haunting passages. 

3. The new solo project of Heidi S. Tveitan (Peccatum) with members of Emperor and Ulver offers 
a poetic and graceful drama with melancholic arrangements by strings, keyboards and voices. 

4. Deadlands offers rich stylistical varieties, moody and challenging song structures, 
extremely unique female vocal renditions, and exceptional guitar arrangements. 
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BY PIA SCHACHTER 



AN INTERVIEW WWTVOCALIST/GUITARIST MIKAEL AKERFELDT 
AND GUITARIST PETER LINDGREN 


Creating music that allows one to visu¬ 
alize the bowels of hell is ballsy on its 
own. But melding the most brutal sounds 
with unhurried melodic sadness that 
leaves one filled with a belief in our¬ 
selves? Well, that, my dear, is the bravest 
of all. Opeth’s newest release, 

Deliverance , revisits their heavy/death 
metal roots, while confessing a lure to the 
melancholy and 


depression that 
lurks within all of 
us. Unquestionably 
Deliverance is this 
Death Metal Den 
Mother’s pick for 
album of the year. 


uamnanon ^oui m 


March, 2003) is the mel¬ 
lower album, does that 
mean the lush and softer melodies are to be 
interpreted and felt as hard and foreboding? 

Mikael: The actual songs on Deliverance 
are pretty much what we normally do. But 
for Damnation , its something very differ¬ 
ent... It doesn’t sound like anything we’ve 
ever done. A totally different approach to 
songwriting. 

More like a soundtrack? 

Mikael: Yeah, you could say so... It 
sounds like a cross between Goblin and Air. 
It’s very dark and melancholy. 

If Damnation were to be used for a sound¬ 
track, what type of movie do you think it 
would be good for? 

Mikael: Some kind of B horror movie, 
some kind of thriller. 

The two vocal styles, I see them as charac¬ 
ters. The growler, the sound of inner dark¬ 
ness, and then the melodic, elegant voice as 
morally sound and heroic. Do you see them 
as good verses evil? 

Mikael: Not really. It’s just a big part of 
our sound now. I always choose what voice 
to sing in depending on what riff I’ve got 
underneath. I judge it for the musical taste, 
you could say. The lyricsMon’t have meaning. 
They are sometimes pure nonsense, if you 
will. It’s not like 1 have characters for every 
kind of lyric I’ve done. 

Peter, is it true as Mikael claims, that the 
lyrics have no meaning. That they’re pure 
nonsense? 

Peter: I never ask him to explain the lyrics 
to me. If he did, it would probably ruin the 
sensation of reading into the lyrics for myself 


it to be. Then I get to 
have my own picture of what’s going on. He 
wrote them in a rush. I also know for sure 
that they are really personal this time. 
Blackwater Park was personal too, but, it was 
about hate. Anyone who reads the lyrics can 
put something in them from their own point 
of view. I think it’s a good thing if you won¬ 
der. 

Similar to when you see a video of a song 
that you imagined one way, and the video 
ruins it by showing it another way. 

Peter: Exactly. That’s our intention, to not 
ruin it for you. There’re always several mean¬ 
ings to anything we do. It shouldn’t be too 
obvious. 

Mikael, eight minutes into “A Fair 
Judgment” you sing “Came so close, to what 
I need most,” and while I hate to over-ana- 
lyze that, your voice cracks and wavers, 
achingly so. Why? Too many cigarettes? A 
mistake that you knew to keep in? Or words 
that really mean something to you? 

Mikael: Those words are very easy to relate 
to. It was just again a taste thing. I felt that it 
should be sung in that way. It was a deliber¬ 
ate move to make it sound weak, because of 
the piano and stuff underneath. The entire 
lyrical content of that is based on regret. I 
wrote the lyrics without really knowing what 
the regret was directed at. Anyone could 
interpret those lyrics to events in their own 
lives. 

It’s important to pay tribute to those who’ve 
died and who we love. I notice you dedicate 
the record to Valborg “Bojan” Akerfeldt. 

Mikael: My grandmother. She was hit by a 
car. We where mixing the album when she 


who got me into music in the first place. 

After she died, all the songs I’d written and 
the entire concept of these two albums had a 
different meaning to me. 

What did she think of your music? 

Mikael: I don’t think she liked it that 
much. But she was proud of the fact that I 
could sing and play guitar. She gave me my 
first guitar and chords books, stuff like that. 
Every time I visited my grandparents, she 
always wanted me to tune her guitar, and 
while I was doing that, she always recorded it. 
She was very proud of whatever I was doing 
musically. She was a painter, sculpture, stuff 
like that. She was very proud that somebody 
else in her family was interested in music, and 
even though she didn’t like the aggressive 
parts of my music, I think she really appreci¬ 
ated the parts where you can actually hear 
what I’m singing. 

When you turn a feeling into music, does 
that relieve and alleviate the pain of that 
emotion? 

Peter: The Opeth guys are nonaggressive 
people, yet our music is aggressive, dark, and 
sad. Maybe we are relieving something. I 
find that so many British bands are really 
aggressive as people, but their music is happy, 
punky stuff. Maybe they should let it out in 
their music. 

Mikael: I wouldn’t say I am a person who’s 
plagued by pain. But when stuff like this with 
my grandmother happens, it’s obviously a 
relief to write lyrics like I do. It just happened 
by coincidence that my lyrics fit together with 
the mood I felt when she died. It’s also just 
my taste. I’m more into that kinda stuff. It’s 
easier for me to relate to sad matters. 


opeth 
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After listening to your music, I need 
to switch to something slower, but 
just as deep as Opeth, I’ve put on 
Stevie Wonder’s Innervisions and it 
melts together perfectly. To me, both 
are tormented yet hopeful. 

Mikael: I like everything he did in 
the 70s, though I’m not into the 
Woman In Red soundtrack. 

Innervisions is probably one of my 
favorite Stevie albums. I was shocked 
by the song “Visions.” It’s one of 
those songs that you can instantly 
relate to and that you wish you’d writ¬ 
ten. Innervisions probably goes totally 
against my entire musical value. To 
listen to that album fills you up with 
happiness, almost. I don’t know what 
could be considered as hopeful and 
happy music that would effect me, 
apart from Stevie. 

The last song on Deliverance , “By the 
Pain I See in Others,” introduces a 
new vocal style. It sounds like an 
underwater demon. I’ve never heard 
a voice like that. How did you come 
up with that one? 

Mikael: I was writing in the mid¬ 
dle of the night, tired, drinking cof¬ 
fee, and having cigarettes. Then this 
lyric came up. It was almost like an 
erotic content. The first idea for the 
lyrics was a dominating thing. It was¬ 
n’t me. It was so sick that I had to 
change it somewhat. The musical 
side to that song was an evil feeling, 
and that’s what we wanted to do with 
the vocals. That’s why there is that 
underwater thing. It sounds like a 
throat is slit. 

Cool. Then it goes into this Kurt 
Weill-nightmarish/Three Penny 
Opera section. Like a corrupt old 
carnival. 

Mikael: Yeah, yeah, like a circus 
riff. It’s weird. I like it. The first 
rough version of that was with no 
effects. It just sounded really weird. 

Our bass player, while he was playing 
it, was like “What the hell is this? 

What the fuck do you want to do with this?” 
But I had the plan to make it sound like a 
circus gone wrong. It worked out, really. 

Do you shy away from synthesizer or syn¬ 
thetic sounds? 

Peter: I don’t like them so much. We 
actually use Mellotrons-. It’s like a sam¬ 
pler, but it’s old. We use that because all 
our favorite bands from the ’70s - like 
Motorblues and bands like that - used 
Mellotrons. For example: In the circus 
piano kinda thing, we used a grand piano 
and added Mellotrons on top of that. Just 
to make it moody. The thing I really 
don’t like is when metal bands add on top 
of a metal riff a wall of synthesizer. There 


Mi TO A PERSON 

WHO'S NOT INTER¬ 
ESTED IN MUSIC, THEY 
SEE MUSICIANS AS 
FAILED PEOPLE UNLESS 
THEY HAVE HIT THE BIG 
TIME AND HAVE 
LIMOUSINES... FORA 
STRUGGLING MUSI¬ 
CIAN, IT’S LIKE ‘WHEN 
ARE YOU GONNA ■■ 
GET A REAL JOB?’ 11 


are places you can use a synthesizer as an 
instrument, but it shouldn’t be to cover 
things up. 

What musicians inspired you? 

Mikael: Being a record collector, there are 
a lot of obscure bands I feel should’ve gotten 
a lot more recognition then they did. Nick 
Drake is one. No one really cared about him 
when he was alive. He did some fantastic 
music. Those three albums he did are clas¬ 
sics. The first time I listened to them, I 
understood them instantly. Even though I 
never heard of the guy before and didn’t 1 
know he was dead. It was something in the 
music that went beyond the singer/songwrit¬ 
ers of that era. 


Peter, what are you listening to 
now? 

Peter: I bought a CD today by 
Black Heart Procession. It’s really 
good in a non-metal way. It’s 
almost like singer/songwriter, they 
use a trumpet as an instrument 
which nobody uses nowadays. I 
also have been listening to an 
American band called 16 
Horsepower. They’re really sad, 
dark, and depressive kind of coun¬ 
try music. They are religious as 
fuck. They are so religious it turns 
evil almost. I really like that. 

Do you find that your passion for 
music freaks people out, that they 
don’t understand why you have so 
much drive towards one thing? 

Mikael: I don’t think musical 
people get freaked out, even if they 
don’t listen to the same kind of 
music. It’s more the case when I 
meet a person who doesn’t have a 
musical interest. They might look 
at me like I am loser. To a person 
who’s not interested in music, they 
see musicians as failed people 
unless they have hit the big time 
and have limousines, a success that 
they can understand. So for a 
struggling musician, it’s like “When 
are you gonna get a real job?” 

Do you find sadness and darkness 
beautiful? That darker music 
makes you balanced? 

Peter: I do, definitely. In an 
obscure way, not because it makes 
me sad. I can enjoy it so much 
because it means something to me 
and for the artist who has written 
it. It makes me happy, in an odd 
way. That’s probably the one thing 
that most attracted me to music. I 
don’t have many records that 
sound happy in my collection. I’m 
not a depressive person. But when 
it comes to music, I prefer that 
kind of atmosphere. 

Opeth doesn’t poke fun at beauty. 
You don’t apologize for being soft. 

Peter: We always do what we want, and we 
have suffered for it. When we released the 
first album, it was in the middle of the black 
metal boom. People were like “Jesus Christ, 
these guys have a flower on their album! 
There’re clean vocals and soft, cheesy parts.” 
We made the decision that we play and do 
only the music that we like. We had to suffer 
commercially, but after a while, people began 
respecting us, that we did what felt right. We 
don’t write or record for anybody except our¬ 
selves. That’s another reason why we don’t 
explain the lyrics. It’s about relieving per¬ 
sonal inner matters through music. ^ 
(740 Broadway 7th FI. New York, NY 10003) 
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MESHUGGAH 

NOTHING (NUCLEAR BLAST) 

Could they be the next big thing? Certainly the skepticism must wane given the 
success of Slayer, then Marilyn Manson and Fear Factory, then Slipknot. Indeed, the hard, 
complicated music of Meshuggah has played arenas with Tool and, as Nothing hit the 
street, was the featured attack on the second stage at Ozzfest. How Swede it is. Nothing is 
the long-awaited follow-up to ’98s Chaosphere , and the patented stun gun approach is 
intact and back-cracking, even if there’s a slower, airier, trippier vibe at work. The three- 
legged, sleep-deprived, angel-dusted lope of the band’s calculus rock becomes double- 
underlined by the band’s use of eight-string guitars, or rather, seven-strings configured 
with an eighth string, as they wait for Nevborn to deliver their fetching new axes (along 
with new Spinal Tap amps that go to 11). The end result is a batch of songs that sound 
more chainsawed than Jackyl, and oddly (caution: chicken and egg argument coming), 
somewhat more akin to specific characteristics of nil metal, even if no pierced’n’tattooed 
mallrat would be caught dead trying to mainframe these polyrhythms (riffs are often 
“poly” while drums elusively find something that must be called 4/4). Once more, 
Meshuggah have reaffirmed turf that has been their own for a dozen sporadic years, and 
once more the music is a marvel, if not accessible by most definitions. Still, the clearly sep¬ 
arated production tones and the stringier structures might constitute just enough of a door 
crack to let in today’s (and tomorrow’s) extreme music fan, one that must necessarily ele¬ 
vate and surf from a teen and pre-teen generation hard-wired for quick synaptic responses. 
(2323 W. El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne, CA 90250) 

MARTIN POPOFF 


DARKANE 

EXPANDING SENSES (NUCLEAR BLAST) 

Sounding more like new Destruction, Kreator, Testament, or Terror 2000 (axe¬ 
man Klas Ideberg hangs there, as well as here). Expanding Senses censors much of 
the progressive Swedish death complication of Insanity for a blazing, super-high- 
fidelity attack of post-Bay Area thrash, miles smarter than the elder gods, but not 
as smarmy as Soilwork and In Flames. But speaking of those buzzers, melodic 
moments with clean Fear Factory-like singing do wedge their way into these near 
impermeable tracks (standout pre-chorus and chorus: “Violence From Within”), 
but never with Anders-stark eccentricity, Daniel Bergstrand’s mix making sure 
everything is artfully creamed to create thick, unified, logical songs. Drummer 
Peter Wildoer is integrated more fully into things as well, the man stealing the 
show last time out, this time whacking away as an equal with state-of-the-art 
vocalist Andreas Sydow and‘ the rest of these sterling and scientific thrash addicts. 
(2323 W. El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne, CA 90250) 

MARTIN POPOFF 


VISIONS FROM THE SPIRAL 
GENERATOR (NAPALM/SPV) 

With a distinct and impassioned 
vocal now known as much for his 
work with Borknagar as his name¬ 
sake band, Vintersorg, our man 
turns in his cleanest, most precise 
record yet. With That Voice, and 
these complex, obscurely-toned 
melodies, things have not changed a 
whole lot. But the black metal has 
diminished, and the (real) drum 
sound no longer crackles. 

Personnel-wise, bass duties are han¬ 
dled by four-string thinker Steve 
DiGiorgio (not as prominent as I , 
would have liked), and the drums by 
Borknagar bandmate Asgeir 
Mickelson, making this a living, 
breathing thing, even if the produc¬ 
tion is a bit dull-ish, not so much 
(and nowhere) bad, just... conserva¬ 
tive. Faves would be the one- 
minute intro track, “Quotation,” with 
its gathering tidal swell, and “A 
Metaphysical Drama,” with its most 
sublime and memorable chorus 
vocal. Which brings up a good 
point: This is very much a vocal showcase album, 
Vintersorg turning in all sorts of styles, many of 
which have crept into the extreme due to his trail- 
blazing. “E.S.P. Mirage” is quite funny, given its 
Jag Panzer melodies, and “A Star-Guarded 
Coronation” sounds like David Sylvian (new agey 
music included), but when Vintersorg goes black 
metal, it sounds like a weak snivel: Not good at 
this style. And, in fact, most of the black 
metal/blast bits sound merely state of the art, 
state of an art that already exists (in Borknagar!), 
which is actually a creative failure for this man 
who pushes into new territory so effortlessly. 
(www.spv.de) 

MARTIN POPOFF 
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WWW.INTOTHEGRAVE.COM 


The pioneers of Swedish death metal make their 
return following a six-year recording hiatus. Back 
From The Grave is already being heralded as a 
heavier and improved version of Soulless. 


Includes a bonus disc with three "rare" demo tracks 
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THE Ne\V ALBUM 
FEBRUARY 11 th 
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"WHENMUSIC IS THIS ELECTRIFYING. LANGUAGE COMES CHEAT 
THE WORLD'S BEST METAL BAND! TERRORIZER 




FEW BANDS MANAGE TO GENERATE THE DEMENTED CHAOS OF 
STRAFFING YOUNG LAD...THERE'S INTENSE AND THEN THERE’S 
SYL. - MGTAL HAMMER 


.THE SOUNDTRACK TO A RIOT..." - METAL MANIACS 


"...LIKE STICKING YOUR HEAD INTO THE JET NOZZLE OF A 
STEALTH BOMBER. " ~ KCRUANG! 


r New York metalcore veterans make 
their long awaited return with 

H Bluetality. 

) * 

Featuring Dave Chavarri of III Nino on drums. 


CENTURY MEDIA RECORDS - 2323 W. EL SEGUNDO BLVD. HAWTHORNE, CA 90250 - WWW.CENTURYMEDIA.COM 
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svstem of a down 


AN INTERVIEW WITH GUITARIST/ 
BACKUP VOCALIST DARON MALAKIAN 


Headbanging The Borscht Belt 

Pirogies, polkas, power chords... even 
when System Of A Down are serving left¬ 
overs, they fill rock bellies with warmth, 
mirth, and merriment. Steal This Album! is 
the band’s anarchic response to the cyber¬ 
theft of fringe-dwelling System tracks, pur¬ 
portedly tracks that were in their infancies 
compared to the final results on this barely- 
packaged quiltwork from Baba’s craft room. 
Fact is, one should never underestimate the 
abilities of these loudmouth lefties: For an 
odds ’n’ sods collection, Steal This Album! 
is possibly as good, weird, and infectious as 
Toxicity or the self-titled debut, both plat¬ 
inum pieces of ear-yanking exotica that, in 
their sales dominance, prove, like Tool, that 
the melted metal masses deserve more 
credit than they’re offered. Read on, as gui¬ 
tarist - sorry, songwriter - Damn Malakian, 
reveals the meaning behind the Armenian. 


You said in the bio that some of the songs did¬ 
n’t fit the continuity of Toxicity. Could you 
explain that? 

When I sequence a record, it’s not based on 
“This is the best song,” know what I mean? It’s 
which ones fit right for an overall vibe. If we 
added “Ego Brain” and “Streamline” and 
“Roulette” to Toxicity , it would’ve overdone a 
certain thing that was already carried by 
“Aerials” and “Atwa.” It would’ve been overdone, 
and we didn’t want to overdo anything, except 
ourselves, (laughs) 

I talked to Gary Moore today, the guitarist 
from England, and he said he was a big fan of 
you guys and you in particular. He called his 
local shop in England to get his copy of Steal 
This Album!, and the guy said “yeah, I’ve got it,” 
but after looking for it, he came back to the 
phone and said “Someone’s nicked it, mate!” 

(Laughs) I haven’t had 
any reports of that yet. But 
that was the idea, I guess. 

Was this a play on the 
Steal This Book idea? 

We made a weird con¬ 
nection with that whole 
thing, and it did fit in, but 
that wasn’t the initial rea¬ 
son. The reason was that 
people stole the record at 
first. 

The opening track, “Chic 
’n’ Stu;” what’s that all 
about? 

It has nothing to do 
with soup. Excuse me, I’ve got gardeners over 
the place. Great time for the gardeners to show 
up. “Chic ’n’ Stu” is a schizophrenic type of tune 
inspired by television. 

I really like “Innervision;” tell me about that 
lyric... 

I didn’t write the lyrics for that song, but I 


think it’s more of a mindffame-type song, a 
song about looking into yourself. You’d be best 
to ask Serj. 

What are one or two of your favorite guitar 
performances here? 

I’m really proud of the solo on “Nuguns.” In 
the past, I haven’t really put in very many guitar 
solos. I don’t make it a point to put a guitar solo 
in the middle of every song. I don’t think it’s 
necessary all the time, and I don’t think the gui¬ 
tar is the most important instrument going on, 
you know? But this album ended up with quite 
a few guitar solos, and they’re there because they 
fit. 

You’ve said that this album is more of an indi¬ 
cation of things to come. 

Yes, there’s a more melodic thing going on 
with Steal This Album! - even more than on 
Toxicity - between me and Serj especially, in the 
harmonies. I think we 
should venture into 
that stuff more. It’s 
tough to explain any 
System album because 
there are so many dif¬ 
ferent directions we’re 
always going in. 

What did you do dif¬ 
ferently in the studio 
for the first two 
albums, or indeed, 
what did Rick Rubin 
do differently? 

Well, I produced 
Toxicity , and I didn’t 
have as much of a hand in producing the first 
record. I would say that’s the biggest difference, 
a really big difference, (laughs) 

What does Rick do for your sound? 

Rick’s ideas for us are usually pretty simple. 
As a producer, I’m not really counting on Rick 
making the whole record. I like his opinion 


about... I like his opinion, basically, (laughs) He 
has an opinion about which songs he thinks are 
the best. He has an opinion on how this chorus 
could be better, stuff like that. I’m just so deep 
into the band and writing that I need an outside 
ear to tell us these things and he really helps in 
that way. As to direction and vibe, that’s my job. 
(laughs) 

Now how much of this album is revamped 
from the Toxicity sessions? 

Not all of it. After we came back from 
Ozzfest, Serj and I went to Rick’s house and re¬ 
did a lot of them, so, to me, they’re brand-new. 
For example, “Roulette” is completely brand- 
new. We recorded that two months ago. We 
went in and re-did vocals for “Nuguns,” though 
the music for it was recorded during the Toxicity 
sessions. A lot of the vocals were recorded about 
a month or two ago. “Bubbles” is a song from 
the Toxicity sessions. I thought that song 
should’ve been on Toxicity (laughs), but it just 
didn’t work out in the sequencing. We were 
working on “Boom!” when working on songs for 
Toxicity , but never got it the way it sounds now. 
“Mr. Jack” was probably recorded during the ses¬ 
sions for the first album. My memory ain’t that 
great, (laughs) “Ego Brain” we recorded during 
the Toxicity sessions, but not vocally. Everything 
has been re-done. Even if we did record some of 
these songs during the Toxicity sessions, we had¬ 
n’t really established a lot of vocals for them at 
that point. 

What are the ingredients of the System Of A 
Down sound? 

I’m a musical schizophrenic. I can’t really 
pinpoint one thing. I’d say it’s full of emotions; 
that’s our main ingredient, emotion. 

Can you name some of your favorite hard rock 
albums of all-time? 

Well, Reign In Blood and probably the first 
couple Stooges records, early Iron Maiden... A big 
influence on me was Ace Frehley (laughs), just 
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personally. And I don’t really have guitar influ¬ 
ences. My guitar influences are all drummers. 

So you consider yourself a percussive player? 

Oh yes... 

What is the material news for you guys for the 
next six months? 

Two of us are doing our own little things 
right now. We’re going to release this record and 
not really going out and touring right away or 
anything. Serj is working with his label. I got a 
project I’m working on with the singer of Amen, 
Casey Chaos. I like it when band members are 
involved in other projects because it brings 
something new to the table. This thing with 
Casey, it’s not going to be anything all hardcore; 
it’s going to be very rock, like a Gothic Sex 
Pistols, a very dark punk feel like Sisters Of 
Mercy, except with a live band, a collaboration of 
my vibe and his vibe. I’m doing pretty much all 
the writing for it. I sing myself, but I like to 
double up with a singer because another flavor 
comes into the picture. Having Casey in mind 
when I’m writing is a lot different than having 
Serj in mind, so I come up with very different 
material. It’s cool because I’m very much into 
punk and rock music. It’s going to be more 
stripped-down... 

If someone asks, “Who does your singer sound 
like?” what do you say? 

I can’t explain it. He’s versatile, man. I feel 
like the luckiest songwriter when it comes to my 
band members. I can go anywhere with the 
songs because he can go anywhere with his 
voice. He growls, he recites poetry, he sings, and 
he doesn’t sound like anybody. 

People talk about the ethnic or Armenian-type 
music in your sound. Do you know that stuff 
well? 

Serj listens to and likes that kind of thing 
more than I do. I’m more rock in my tastes. 

But, you know, it’s not consciously done, it just 


happens, it’s a flavor. Ever 
heard of a legendary Arabic 
singer called Umm 
Kulthum? She’s like the 
diva of everything. My 
mother used to sing her 
songs when she was preg¬ 
nant with me, and I always 
thought that might have 
been something, (laughs) 
Maybe that’s what attracts 
me that type of vibe. 

What’s one of.the biggest 
things you’ve learned from 
doing quite well at this 
career? 

You know what, man? I 
feel like I’m more of a 
humble and grounded per¬ 
son right now than before 
any of this, I guess you can 
call it, rock stardom. I try 
to show people almost that 
I’m not any more special or 
different than them. 

(laughs) I’ve learned to 
appreciate what’s happen¬ 
ing to me now. I feel really lucky and I don’t 
take it for granted. What can I say? I write 
songs and people dig ’em and that’s cool. I don’t 
see myself any differently from the guy who 
plumbs really good, you know? I mean, who’s 
the star if your toilet is clogged and I’m there 
and so’s a plumber? 

Are there different editions of this album? 

There’re five different covers, the individual 
artwork from each of us four, and then the one 
that just has “Steal This Album!” scribbled on it. 
What’s a lyric that you’re particularly proud of? 

The lyric I’m proud of I had no hand in; Serj 
wrote it. “Matador corporations,” I like that a 
lot. (laughs) It’s just very deep to me, corpora¬ 
tions having the red towel in front of them, and 
us being the bull. It’s just two words but I make 
a big thing out of it. (laughs) 

Has there been any talk about the next album? 

I have, like, 15 new songs all ready, and we 
talk here and there about it, but I think we’re 
just taking a rest right now. I haven’t really spo¬ 
ken to any of the band members in a couple 
weeks. We always do that after a tour. We do 
our own thing when we’re at home, and my 
thing is focusing on writing. I arrange the 
songs, so if anyone has music, I help them 
arrange it, and we bring it into a System form 
together. It’s cool because it gives each of us 
space to do what we do and then bring it to the 
table when we come together. 

I’ve heard Rick burns a lot of sage in the studio. 
What’s the deal with that? 

It’s actually me and Rick, (laughs) It’s a way 
to get the fire department to show up. (laughs) 
No, just kidding... I burn a lot of sage and 
incense in my house, and it causes a really nice 
spirit, a nice vibe to get rid of all the bad stuff in 
the air. It’s the hippie in us, I guess. 

Are there other art forms you want to get into, 
books, visual arts? 


Producing pretty much is what I want to do. 
My strength’s in music. I do have interests in 
other kinds of art, but I try to stick with what 
I’m strong at. I don’t consider myself a great 
guitar player. I consider myself a stronger song¬ 
writer than anything instrumentally. I dabble 
with the drums, I dabble with guitar, I dabble 
with vocals and I bring it all together in songs. I 
enjoy working with others, too. If I find a band 
that sounds really cool, I like to get them into 
the studio and help them put a record together. 

I put the System records together, and I love tak¬ 
ing songs, sequencing them, bringing out the 
best in the tracks. That’s what I hope to do, to 
tell you the truth. 

Is Serj quite the experimenter? I listen to him 
and think, man, he must try a lot of different 
things right there in the studio. Is that true? 

Serj is an experimenter. Some of his ideas 
can really go over your head, you know what I 
mean? (laughs) But it’s bringing in a medium. 
We have a way of understanding each other and 
finding ways to make it where we’re both happy. 

I don’t exactly write the most straightforward 
type of shit, either. The stuff I write asks for 
some really wacky stuff, but sometimes it can go 
overboard. He likes to experiment with different 
effects, and some of that we have to, like, put low 
in the mix because it’s a little bit overdone. Even 
he would agree... 

Your definition of overdone... does that mean 
it becomes too comedic? 

You can say that, at times. But then again, 
sometimes it gets too soft. Like, I listen to 
Norwegian black metal, and he’s really not into 
that kind of thing. There might have been some 
vocal overdubs in falsetto here and there where, 
you know, we just didn’t need that vibe. We 
don’t get in any fights about it or anything. I 
like the fact that he tries a million things. I don’t 
have a problem with someone exploring tan¬ 
gents. Because everybody has trust in this situa¬ 
tion; everybody is comfortable with who they 
are and what they do. 

Do you envision a time when you won’t need 
Rick? 

No. Unless he’s too busy to work on it 
himself. Like I said, being the guy that’s in it 
so deep, I have to have an opinion I respect. 

To be honest with you, there aren’t very many 
producers out there who are risk-takers. 

There are a lot of cookie cutter-type guys out 
there, even songwriters; no one takes risks. 

The Beatles didn’t become great songwriters 
by copying other people’s songwriting. They 
brought out their own style; same with Bowie. 
Now you’ve got people who are like “He can 
write a great Beatles tune. He’s a great song¬ 
writer.” (laughs) And that frustrates me. It’s 
not fair to a whole new generation of kids, a 
whole new generation of songwriters. I feel 
people don’t focus enough on this whole sub¬ 
ject of songwriting. People go “I’m a guitar 
player” or “I’m a bass player.” The focus is on 
the instrument. But the songwriting is more 
than playing an instrument, it’s like playing 
the song. ® 

(www.systemofadown.com) 
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UNDER A PALE GREY SKY (ROADRUNNER) 

Nice reference to “Arise” in the album title, but 
you can’t fool me. Under a Pale Grey Sky is yet 
another example of how the metal community 
continues to recognize the wrong era of 
thrash/death metal as revolutionary: The transi¬ 
tional period between creative fever and complete 
knuckle-dragging retrogression. The former, a 
period this live album’s title refers to, saw albums 
like Sepultura’s own Arise , along with Seasons in 
the Abyss and Rust in Peace , propel 
songwriting/technicality/dynamics to impossible 
heights. Just as the world held its breath waiting 
to hear follow-ups to these landmark albums, the 
aforementioned transitional period appeared. 
Sepultura gave us Chaos A.D. (and eventually 
Roots), and the seeds of nii metal were planted. 

Oh, how I curse your names, Chaos A.D. and 
Roots. To this day, I can’t figure out how blazingly 
bright creative forces decided to dumb down 
everything good in metal to primitive 4/4 stomps 
and neanderthal lyrics. How did “From the Past 
Comes the Storms” turn into “growing up in the 
ghettos/made me real/to deal with my fears/moth¬ 
erfucker you don’t understand”? How did disso¬ 
nant, tricky riffage turn into monotonous stop- 
and-gos? 

And so Under the Pale Grey Sky continues the 
erroneous cycle of championing the dumbing- 
down of our beloved metal by presenting us with 
Sepultura’s last live show with Max Cavalera. 
Whoopdee-fuckin’-doo. Two discs full of songs I 
could’ve written while taking a shit during lunch 
break, replete with obvious breakdowns and 
moronic lyrics. It brings back all the painful mem¬ 
ories of when I first heard Roots: The disbelief at 
the sheer stupidity of the whole thing. Metal is 
about finesse as well as brutality, arrangements as 
well as execution. Mid-’90s Sepultura had none of 
those qualities, nor does Under a Pale Grey Sky , nor 
the dipshit suburban nu metal crap that bands like 
Sepultura helped usher in. Thanks for nuthin’. 

(902 Broadway New York, NY 10010) 

TIM DEN 



REROUTE TO REMAIN (NUCLEAR BLAST) 

I applaud the band’s widening sense of 
dynamic, but for the most part, I find the 
melodic bits (which are usually also the singing 
bits) jarring, shoved with a shoehorn into songs 
that are otherwise sawing away gloriously at the 
meatiest riffs on the planet. Anders has taken a 
lot of stick for his quiet singing on this album, 
and he deserves it. It usually doesn’t fit, it’s 
usually warbling, cracking, and verging on out- 
of-tune. It’s a good place to hear his accent as 
well as the band’s awkward English lyrics, 
which is why some silly effect is thrown upon it 
like a condiment on a hot dog. Suggestion: 
Next time, stick to melodic, doubled/tripled, 
thrashy melodic vocals, like those in “Free Fall,” 


GENESIS (CENTURY MEDIA) 

True to form and significance of the title, Rotting Christ has created the 
most groundbreaking record of their career, and without even a trace ele¬ 
ment of permissive female lust or cinematic FX. Followers of Amorphis, 
Tiamat, or even Sentenced, please take heed, aural evil need not lose its 
essence by way of progressive intent. There can be a beauty in darkness 
without narrowing the vision of a future past. Rotting Christ’s music has 
evolved over the years, without question, at times wallowing a step or two 
deeper in the Gothic realm where many are wont to explore, yet extreme in 
their elegance, they’ve retained the core of what’s kept them one step above 
others of the extreme music realm they helped create nearly a decade ago. 

While the guitars remain firmly entrenched in your face, layer upon layer of 
multi-tracking radiates the surrounding musical depth amplified by percussive 
ambience, mournful chanting, and magnified choruses. Genesis is a look back 
as much as a step forward, seeing RC return to their original logo, for starters, 
while recapturing the intensity that marked their humble origins with a simply 
unsurpassed self-production job. Genesis is memorable and yields an immedia¬ 
cy in impact, whether from the circuitous guitar presence of “Daemons” or 
“Lex Talionis,” the quickening double-bass onslaught of “Release Me” or “The 
Cell of the Aethyrs,” or the epic grandeur of “Under the Name of Legion,” no 
stone is left unturned for this long-awaited classic-in-the-making. 

(2323 W. El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne, CA 90250) 

VINNIE APICELLA 


thickest guitar sound goin’, one that incidental¬ 
ly has a lot of similarity with Anders’ thrash 
vocals, another synergy, another reminder 
about discipline and cohesion. In effect, the 
heaps of chemistry in the band, when all - 
including Anders - are thrashing is reason 
enough to stop trying shit for no other reason 
except that it’s different. For example, the brief 
mellow smudge at 1:03 of “Dismiss the Cynics,” 
or the tinkle at the start of “Free Fall” - both 
utterly pointless. Having said that, the com¬ 
pletely mellow tracks work pretty well, one pic¬ 
turing In Flames working towards this brand 
name with a number of styles per album like 
the great gods of the ’70s, even though, as I say, 
it’d best be served if ideas per song were kept to 
a minimum, and if they were closer brethren. 
(2323 W. El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne , CA 
90250) 

MARTIN P0P0FF 


like those in the choruses of “Dark Signs” and 
“Egonomic,” like those of Devin Townsend. It 
fits with the pure thrash sound, because it’s at 
least of the same family. 

Other than that, man, I’m digging the lion’s 
share of this thing, because it’s packed full of 
those shining-moment riffs that are the unani¬ 
mous highlights of the past two albums. The 
guitars positively heave over unstoppable 
grooves, faves being “Black & White,” “Cloud 
Connected,” “Trigger” and the title track, ditzy 
blonde keyboards included. Nobody gets to 
this purely metallic place with this much fre¬ 
quency, save for my new favorite band of the 
’00s, Dark Tranquillity. In Flames possesses 
remarkably percussive riffs and the fuzziest, 
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16 songs recorded in concert 
June 7th, 2002 at THE POUND 
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14 songs from SIX FEET 
UNDER recorded and filmed 
live in concert on June 14th, 
2002 in St Paul, MN. 
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on tour in the U.S. 
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SYMPHONY X 

THE ODYSSEY (INSIDEOUT AMERICA) 

The weapons this band has... Michael Romeo is the star of the show with his tapping technique 
across six-strings in chord form, both diminished and major, the man adding a Pantera-esque 
rhythmic aggression that will no doubt help draw in the younger set. But the music explodes 
band-like, Romeo measuring his attacks, Russell Allen the consummate vocalist, a perfect match for 
Romeo both visually and melodically (the hair! the belly!). And I’ve not heard better production or 
better tones on a science rock album (there’s another key: This is pure, calculus-calculated prog 
that headbangs like power metal). Definitely a band with an inconsistent recording history (main 
slag: Derivation of Yngwie), Symphony X have created a triumphant punch-out of songs, shorter 
anthemic tracks well down that Dime bag, precision, machine-bolted metal beasts that build 
toward the epic 24-minute title track. The seven parts of The Odyssey move well, never becoming 
dull, the orchestration a mind-blower worth the stormy seas alone. 

(1601 Banksville Rd. 2nd FI Pittsburgh, PA 15216) 

MARTIN POPOFF 

TRIBUTE TO THE GODS (CENTURY MEDIA) 

This here’s a cover album and thus must be judged by accuracy and personal flair 
within the “confines” of such classic hard rock/metal tunes. Some swagger (AC/DC’s 
“Highway to Hell”), some crank metal loud’n’proud (Maiden’s “Number of the Beast” and 
“Hallowed Be Thy Name” as well as Priest’s “Screaming for Vengeance,” which never 
sounded so heavy, as awful as the verses have always been), and some bow before the alter 
of hard rock (Blue Oyster Cult x2, Alice Cooper, and Kiss x2). While better covers exist for 
most of these songs, this was probably a lot of fun to record (and so accurately! Various 
^ tones and nuance are spot-on, and that shit ain’t easy, ya know?), and, to be honest, it’s 
| pretty damn cool. For those who don’t know Iced Earth, Matthew Barlow sounds like 
Kiss’ Paul Stanley, only more over-dramatic metal (slow parts to tunes like Black Sabbath’s 

Q “Black Sabbath” and Maiden’s “Hallowed Be Thy Name” are really tough to pull off with¬ 
out sounding goofy and, well, Barlow sounds better than most, like that good cover band 
* I that plays at the bar down the street every Thursday night), and guitarist Jon Schaffer is 
LJLj pretty obviously near-obsessive about getting the notes as well as the inflection and tone 

O right. My fave is BOC’s “Burning for You” cuz the beginning licks and fills are so warm. 

And Kiss doesn’t do covers or sound this good. 
wmmmm, (2323 W. El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne, CA 90250) 

SCOn HEFFLON 




HAMMERFALL 


CRIMSON THUNDER (NUCLEAR BLAST) 
Hammerfall always makes me want to strut 
through a mall with my feathered hair, “long” in the 
back obscuring part of the Iron Maiden back patch on 
my jean jacket. Does that mean they’re goofy classic 
heavy metal like mid-tempo Helloween, Manowar, and 
newer bands like Stratovarious and, ya know, the rest? 
Damn straight! Some is really European metal’s logical 
extension to Slaughter (more fairly, Scorpions and 
Accept), some is Dungeons & Dragon’s “Follow the 


Sign/Seek the Path/Search the 
Heavens/Fly Eagle Free” puffy-haired 
falsetto fistbanging. And there are 
ballads. Like Nelson. Robbie Williams sings like this 
sometimes, but he doesn’t, ya know, wear leather’n’s- 
tuds. Part guilty pleasure, part just goofy-doofy heavy 
metal, there are moments here that swell the breast, 
some that make you strut like a bad-ass, and some, 
well, you can flick your lighter to the Metal Godz, if 
you’re so inclined... I can think of better, but I can 
think of worse. 

(2323 W. El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne, CA 90250) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 


4Y-RECORDS: TOSSING TOMATOES AT TRENDY WANKERS SINCE 1985. 



POWER OF THE 
DRAGONFLAME (LMP/SPV) 
The album’s called Power of 
the Dragonflame and there are 
song titles like “Knightrider of 
Doom” and “The March of the 
Swordmaster,” so it’s epic 
LOTR- style metal, filled with 
warbling vox, harmonies 
stacked to the heavens, key- 
boards’n’guitars flashily battling 
it out like expert swordsmen, 
and tempos good to strut your 
heavy metal ass to as well as 
leap and skip around like a fairy 
to. Bells on your boots are 
optional, but ya might as well; 
my neighbor’s cat has a cute lil’ 
bell too, and I’ll bet you’re just 
as much of a pussy. 

Snide commentary aside 
(yeah, gotta flex and hold my 
balls while listening to this, lest I 
get caught up in the soaring gui- 
tarwork and start playing air 
guitar on my thigh, leaping on 
the bed like I’m 14), Rhapsody 
is, of course, top-notch. The 
musicianship is stellar, the vocals 
- all 20,000 layers - draw you in, 
tough or faggy, and you can’t 
avoid bouncing your head and 
wishing you could hit the high 
notes so you could sing along. 
Produced sparkling and clear, 
and as mind-bogglingly dense as 
Blind Guardian, Rhapsody are 
one of the post-Helloween 

bands that can drop your 
jaw, reminding you just 
how flabbergasting some 
guitarists are, especially in 
an age (at least in 
America) where nii metal 
is called metal, and these 
fretboard gymnastics and 
soaring metal vocals are 
the near-exclusive provi¬ 
dence of European metal, 
which is where it’s at for 
any metalhead with an IQ 
in the triple digits. 
(www.limb-music.de) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 


www.4yrecords.com 
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"A completely convincing mixture of 
Fear Factory, Strapping Young Lad and 
Machine Head, Denmark's Raunchy are 
easily the country's best-kept secret and 
possibly one of the finest European 
modern metal bands I have heard in quite 
some time." 


WWW.STPATOVATMUS.COM 


New STUDIO ALBUM 
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METAL BAND 
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A CLEAR PERSPECTIVE OF NOTHING (ROTTEN) 

See what happens when you indulge the kid? They end up produc¬ 
ing immoral, indefinable, indefensible, sour-faced records with ten 
tracks of moral discontent, covering up with shit, flies, fiend-movie 
clips, and foul language that foams in the face of Sunday school decen¬ 
cy. And even better, they’re from the heartland, St. Louis, which is not 
otherwise known for producing piss-pouring, edge-of-sanity, nii metal 
lunatics with no real agenda for anything but gratuitous in-studio 
l J splatter scenes. And how low can you go? Broke’s so out of their 

minds, you almost have to take them seriously for fear of missing 
something completely brilliant... Without going into great detail, 
“great” inasmuch as we can climb one or another verse and not miss 
much of the next X-rated episode, where a tune like “Dead Girls” who 

m “don’t say no,” [check out the late ’80s speedmetal classic “Dead Girls 
Don’t Say No” by Indestroy and be humbled, boys -ed.] or “Erection 
Day,” become red“erect”ed frustration made to order for the sidewalk 
psycho looking for the inevitable bend over. A Clear Perspective of 
Nothing is an acquired taste, a low-grounded and loud near-death-experience with the 
occasional hook, scream/whisper/rap vox underlying the sinister, schizophrenic mood 
and groove-core slam made for the shallow end of the cerebral pool. 

(PO Box 56 Upland, CA 91786) 

VINNIE APICELLA 

AGALLOCH 

THE MANTLE (THE END) 

Always a great pleasure to see what The End unearths for our listening pleasure. 
Usually arty post-black metal, and these days, dipping into Pink Floydian territory, per¬ 
haps like smart metal dudes who heard bands on Neurosis’ label, Neurot, and realized an 
acoustic guitar could be more sinister and scary than all the distortion, blastbeats, and 
shrieking in the (nether)world if done with purity of (black)heart. Agalloch is from 
Portland, OR, and most black and post-black metal is from Norway and that generally 
(Celtic) frosty area, but there’s a real chilly, sparse beauty here. Mostly acoustic, with very 
few vocals (which is good, cuz the vocals are background, echo-drenched blah when they 
surface), Agalloch could combine with NOLA’s dark hero, Dax Riggs, and write gorgeous 
10-15 minute epics of sorrow and beauty, Dax’s heart-rending lyrics and delivery compli¬ 
menting Agalloch’s somber instrumentals like peanut butter and jelly, spaghetti and meat¬ 
balls, or death and decay. For fans of In Flames’ acoustic stuff, Fields of the Nephilim, or 
anyone with a taste for the bittersweet saltiness of tears and blood. 

(331 Rio Grande, #58 SLC, UT 84101) 

scon HEFFLON 


BESEECH 


SOULS HIGHWAY (NAPALM) 

Beseech has reinvented itself many times, and the current incarnation is truly beauti¬ 
ful. Formed in Sweden in 1992, the band released their debut on Metal Blade in ’98. 

They then released a record for Pavement. After touring with Theatre of Tragedy and 
Lacuna Coil, they left Pavement and found a home on Napalm. And despite scaling back 
in the U.S. (like they were a powerhouse in a country where nii metal is the “metal” of 
the majority), Napalm seems like a good home for this band. Rich, beautiful Gothic 
metal with deep, Type O male vocals (manly like Rammstein, not goofy like Moonspell) 
and strong, non-wispy female vocals. Hard to really nail why, but the duel voices work 
magically over the metal chugging riffs and delicate, reverb-drenched arpeggios. Song 
after song, over half are memorable and moving Goth metal gems, like Type O in their 
heyday, simply a pleasure to hear again and again. “Between the Lines” and “Fiction 
City” are near-perfect examples of dark duets, melodic mid-tempo metal with balanced 
vocals, but you just can’t beat the bonus track, a bassy, plodding cover of Abba’s “Gimme 
Gimme Gimme (A Man After Midnight).” A brave pick, a great song (what, In Flames 
can cover Depeche Mode’s “Everything Counts” but no one can cover these dancing 
queens?), and a real thrill to hear a Peter Steele-ish voice sing it. 

(www. napalmrecords.com ) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 


RESURRECTION THROUGH 
CARNAGE (CENTURY MEDIA) 

Dude, I’m popping the biggest 
death metal boner right now! I haven’t 
been this hard for a band since early 
’90s Dismember. Why? Cuz 
Bloodbath have single-handedly recre¬ 
ated the “Sunlight Studios guitar 
sound” for the new millennium. Not 
since Entombed went pussy and Grave 
broke up have I heard that familiar 
buzz... like chainsaws ripping through 
a corpse fire; power generators blowing 
up towns... a magical quality long since 
thought extinct. But hey, what did you 
expect from members of Opeth, 
Katatonia, Diabolical Masquerade, and 
Exit 13 (the mighty Dan Swano!)? Oh 
bless you, Bloodbath! Bless you for 
bringing back the original Swedish 
sound. Hell, “Death Delerium” even 
conjures up memories of Entombed’s 
classic cover of the Hellraiser theme. 
With this album and the new, impend¬ 
ing Grave release, the metal world shall 
be ours again! Hahahaha! 

(2323 W. El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne, 
CA 90250) 

TIM DEN 


SNAPCASE 

END TRANSMISSION (VICTORY) 

Even as Snapcase has carried on Refused’s flag of 
progressive hardcore, they’ve been swept aside in the last 
few years by the rise of nii metal and “poppy” hardcore. 
An unfair turn of events, to say the least, for these 
Buffalo veterans of stop-and-go. Through numerous 
albums and EPs, Snapcase has continuously pushed the 
boundaries of the “new school hardcore” formula by 
incorporating strange-sounding harmonics and the 
hammer-like pounding of groove riffs. Perhaps it’s 
exactly this need to keep progressing that’s kept the band 
just out of fame-and-fortune’s reach. But luckily for us, 
that means yet another fantastic album from this 
groundbreaking unit. 

End Transmission sees Snapcase wandering even fur¬ 
ther away from the post-hardcore/post-Fugazi shores of 
Designs for Automotion. The band is now swimming in 
murky electronic backgrounds, coming up for air only 
to blast forth train wrecks of riffs. The layering of 
sound effects does not hinder the momentum of the 
record in any way; 
instead it accentu¬ 
ates the bursts of 
machine-precise 
grooves like the 
calm before a 
storm. 

(346 N. Justine St., 

Ste. 504 Chicago, 

IL 60607) 

TIM DEN 
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COIL 


DARK TRANQUILLITY 


DAMAGE DONE (CENTURY MEDIA) 

First thing one notices about this elegant, thoughtful, and heavy record is 
that it doesn’t bow to the obviously cohesive, and in doing so, doesn’t sound 
like the fat butter-churn of In Flames or the always speedy bee-lines of The 
Crown. Creatively, it feels a cut above its state-of-the-art Swede thrash coun¬ 
terparts, because indeed, twists and turns occur everywhere. As soon as you 
think you’ve found a circular churning guitar groove, everything stops for 
Stanne’s re-aggressive vocals and Martin Brandstrom’s myriad tinkling 
sparkling keyboards, a breadbasket of effects which pretty much ascribes to the 
band “a sound,” or at least a recurring trademark blueprint. So even if 
Damage Done is the heavier, more 
guitary and growly back-to-the-roots 
album folks are (shotgun, brush¬ 
stroke) calling it, there are still a lot 
of keyboards - both in backwash and 
piercing, pulsing mode. But wisely, 
the band has dovetailed these into 
the epic, progressive, always fresh 
mash of the band’s elder Soilwork 
vibe. And every track and a half or 
so, you’re headbanged through the 
wall, Dark Tranquillity finding 
Maiden moments more intense than 
any from the leg-warmered ones 
themselves, essentially the same tingle 
burned by In Flames. Only here there are more of them. In this lusty metal 
direction, highlights would graciously and regally include “Single Part of Two,” 
“Cathode Ray Sunshine,” “Hours Passed in Exile,” and “Final Resistance,” all 
sobbing sorrowfully with Northern mountain man guitars buttressed by rever¬ 
berating hi-fidelity drums. A classic example of why the tightly-packed 
Swedish thrash scene deserves to be the next nii metal. 

(2323 W. El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne, CA 90250) 


COMALIES (CENTURY MEDIA) 

I must confess to liking lots of melodramatic Goth metal, 
but never really getting Italy’s Lacuna Coil. Cristina's voice 
seemed too The Gathering (and I mean that in a songbird 
showoff way) and her male-counterpoint, Andrea, just sec¬ 
ond-rate... And while there are still plenty of clunker 
moments and weak, swirly noodling on Comalies, Andrea is 
pretty snarling Hetfield when not over-dramatizing every¬ 
thing like a goofball (“look [hushed pause], in the skyyy-ya 
[snarling end], there are clouds [dramatic whisper], and 
small birdzz-ah”), and Cristina sounds like she realizes 

she’s in a band now, 
not trying to win every 
Best Female Vocalist 
award she can lay her 
mitts on. But I think 
it’s Waldemar 
Sorychta's more-metal 
production that wins 
me over... While he’s 
done all their recs, and 
it was probably the 
band’s intention to get 
harder on this record, I 
give him credit, cuz 
when this record swells, 
man, it's a tropical storm (warm gusts of air, a downpour of 
rain like the heaven’s dumping an ocean on the Earth), the 
sheer might and magnitude leaving you humbled. 

“Heaven’s a Lie” is the closest thing to a Drain STH tune as 
I’ve heard, and I so loved that band... 

(2323 W. El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne, CA 90250) 

scon HEFFLON 


MARTIN POPOFF 


SHADOWS 


FALL 


THE ART OF BALANCE (CENTURY MEDIA) 

In this era of hardcore bands trying (and failing miserably) to play “tech¬ 
nical metal” and metal bands dumbing down their songwriting for “street 
toughness” (result: nii metal), Shadows Fall cut through all the shit with one 
big swipe of the real thing: THRASH. I’m talking late ’80s/early ’90s, Bay 
Area/NJ, Testament/Exodus/Overkill/Sacred Reich style riff-fests, with all the 
right modern fixings in place (breakdowns, better vocalist, better produc¬ 
tion). It doesn’t take a genius to notice the way opener “Idle Hands” takes 
you right back to high school lunch periods. “Dude, the new Death Angel 
RIPS!” “Oh yeah? I just heard this new band from Brazil called Sepultura; 
their new album Beneath the Remains is the future!” Ah, how time flies. 
Allow me to wipe the tear drop from my eye... 

The Art of Balance creates a relevant 21st century metal album by learning 
from the greats. By adopting thrash’s riff finesse and filtering it through 
Northeastern U.S. hardcore (especially vocalist Brian Fair’s delivery), 
Shadows Fall sound like the best of thrash’s magical “chug chugs” and mod¬ 
ern hardcore’s rhythmic plays. Now if only the masses can realize that 
there’s gold buried in the long-abandoned “late ’80s” mine... 

(2323 W. El Segundo Blvd. Hawthorne, CA 90250) 

TIM DEN 

Read the interview online at www.lollipop.com 
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THE DREAM IS DEAD 

LETTER OF RESIGNATION (WHAT ELSE?) 

Bet you never thought you’d hear the phrase “noisecore/hard core/meta I super¬ 
group”... Indianapolis supergroup The Dream Is Dead (featuring ex-members of Burn It 
Down, Harikari, and Sutek Conspiracy) come together quite nicely as a team, working 
hard to dish out a threatening dose of heaviness that’ll shake foundations. This five- 
song EP is an explosive array of metallic hardcore grooves, politically-charged, in-your- 
face, and unforgiving. Clocking in at just over 11 minutes, Letter of Resignation shows 
just how much power can be delivered in such a short period of time. Okay guys, lock 
yourselves in a rehearsal room and bring on the full-length! 

(PO Box 1211 Columbus, IN 47202) 


END OF ALL 

(TRIBUNAL) 

End of All’s self-titled release has a very 
nice abrasive mix of hardcore intensity and 
death metal momentum, though it takes 
more than a few listens to get into the music. 
After a few spins, the mood of the album hits 
you: This is a very dark and evil record. 
Situated in a world of evil, vicious actions 
and demented visions, this release is a loose 
cannon of emotions that spews out such 
rapid-fire intensity with little care about the 
aftermath. With a blistering rhythm section, 
heart-pounding riffs, and William Jackson’s 
menacing vocal cries, End of All could do 
nothing but decimate any place they infil¬ 
trate. 

(PO Box 49322 Greensboro , NC 27419) 

OUT TO WIN 


REACHING 

FORWARD 

BURNING THE LIES (BRIDGE NINE) 

A lot of bands are afraid to wear their 
influences so visibly on their sleeves. 

Reaching Forward not is one of those bands, 
and good for them. Successfully meshing 
skate punk and NYC hardcore into a powerful, 
energetic collaboration, Reaching Forward 
make it look easy on their sophomore full- 
length effort. While they may not be the most 
original band in the genre, their moshpit- 
friendly banters and melodic punk rock sensi¬ 
bilities are magic when woven together. 

(325 Huntington Ave. #24 Boston, MA 02115) 

DEAD TO FALL 

EVERYTHING I TOUCH FALLS TO PIECES 

(VICTORY) 


EIGHTEEN 

VISIONS 

VANITY (TRUSTKILL) 

All Eighteen Visions wanted to do was 
have fun and rock out with their new album 
Vanity - and they did. The new album, while 
still containing some of the hardcore/noisec- 
ore elements of past works, sees the band 
bringing more melody and a rock’n’roll feel to 
the mix. Vanity sounds strong and very ener¬ 
getic, especially on numbers like “One Hell of 
a Prize Fighter,” “A Short Walk Down a Long 
Hallway,” and the title track. This is the album 
where die-hard fans decide if they’re with the 
band and their evolution, or if this is where 
they get off the ride. Decisions, decisions... 

(23 Farm Edge Lane Tinton Falls, NJ 07724) 

THE POSTMAN 

SYNDROME 

TERRAFORMING (NOW OR NEVER) 

Trying to describe The Postman Syndrome 
is no easy task. The band is all over the board. 
Jazz, hardcore, prog, and metal all find their 
way into the quintet’s debut offering, 
Terraforming. Showing just how skillful and 
proficient they are at mixing styles/sounds, 
TPS’s debut is one of the few records you’ll 
hear this year that will have you scratching 
your head saying, “How’d they do that?” A 
true gem of 2002. 

(150 Bay St. Suite #806 Jersey City, NJ 07302) 


PERSIST AND DESTROY (TRIPLE CROWN) 


With a new name and some serious anger 
brewing within, Out to Win (formerly 
Mushmouth) set out to destroy everything in 
their path with the apdy-titled Persist and 
Destroy. Much stronger than the last release 
under their old name (an average release at 
best), and better produced, the new disc is a 
potent and powerful metalcore onslaught. 
Persist And Destroy has the potential to push 
Out to Win onto bigger and better things, all 
the band needs is a couple of breaks and 
they’re off. 

(331 West 57th St. #472 New York, NY 10019) 


Dead To Fall are an energetic band trying 
to bring new dimension to the already well- 
traveled hardcore/metal route (with traces of 
Gothenburg in tow), but they fail on many 
levels. Lost amongst a wall of hardcore 
rhythms and metal angst, Dead To Fall has 
assembled a record that is about as exciting as 
watching an episode of Jerry Springer: At first 
you think you have a good thing going, and 
then it takes a turn for the worse and just 
starts to fall apart. By the end, you trudge 
your way through his final thoughts. My final 
thoughts? Boring. 

(346 North Justine St. #504 Chicago, IL 60607) 


SUICIDE NOTE 



YOU’RE NOT LOOKING SO GOOD (FERRET) 

Punk-ish hardcore act Suicide Note have been rumbling through the music scene for the last 
few years, gaining a favorable buzz, but with their Ferret debut, You're Not Looking So Good, the 
band is going to be making headwaves. A powerful drive from start to finish, the band cruises 
through memorable numbers like “Random Hell,” “Gag Reflex,” and “Amputee Supermodel,” 
rarely losing a step in their stride. Suicide Note are the epitome of what is cool in the music 
scene nowadays: A band having fun and not sticking to any set guidelines. 

(47 Wayne St #3 Jersey City, NJ 07302) 


ZAO 

PARADE OF CHAOS (SOLID STATE) 

Truly one of the strangest, yet most capti¬ 
vating listens of 2002. On one side, you have a 
chaotic frenzy of noisecore-meets-death metal 
angst spewing forth, and on the other side, a 
passionate, Catholic mindset fueling rock’n’roll 
intensity. A strange brew indeed, but for some 
reason (perhaps a higher power?), the ideas gel 
with a passionate, hypnotic sway. Zao have 
always stuck to their guns and made the most 
of each album. Abrasive, yet poignant, Zao do 
wonders 
with Parade 
of Chaos, 
which is 
sadly their 
last album 
as a band. 

(PO Box 
12698 
Seattle, WA 
98111) 
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You may know Spanish actress Najwa- 
Nimri for her compelling performance as 
the psychotic Nuria in the film Abre Los 
Ojos (Open Your Eyes), the role that was 
played by Cameron Diaz in Cameron 
Crowe's re-make, Vanilla Sky. What you 
should know her for, although few peo¬ 
ple outside of Spain seem to, is her 
singing. That’s right, like many a 
European actress, Najwa also has a 
career as a singer (in the music world, 
she simply goes by Najwa). Last year 
she released a fantastic solo album 
called Carefully on Subterfuge Records 
(www.subterfuge.com), having previously 
collaborated with Carlos Jean for the 
label under the moniker Najwajean. I 
suppose you could dance to some of her 
songs on Carefully, but most are more 
in the trip-hop vein, the hypnotic beats 
and creepy sounds often calling to mind 
Massive Attack (“Following Dolphins” 
starts off remarkably like Massive 
Attack’s “Angel,” for example). Other 
tracks are a bit more 
upbeat, the sort of jr jr nr 


quirky pop Bjork is gf XJL 

renowned for. And 
perhaps it's because 

she's also singing in TO 5 

English as a second NIPHT AI 
language (or so I lilUrl I ML 

assume) that Najwa’s A BOTTLI 
voice often reminds 
me of Bjork's. Her 
voice is generally 

softer, but the way she pronounces her 
eccentric lyrics, which she writes her¬ 
self, is equally captivating. Likewise, 
she shares Bjork’s fondness for live 
strings, most if not all of these songs 
featuring violin, viola, and cello. A 
superbly-produced electronic pop mas¬ 
terpiece (www.najwa.ws). 

The Cardigans' vocalist Nina Persson 
released an untitled solo album under 
the moniker A Camp in 2001. It has 
yet to be released Stateside, but the UK 
release on Stockholm Records 
(www.stockholmrecords.com) isn't terri¬ 
bly hard to find and is certainly worth 
hunting down if you’re a fan of her dis¬ 
tinctive voice. Produced by Mark 
Linkous of Sparklehorse, it’s a decidedly 
tranquil work that meshes modern stu¬ 
dio staples (drum programming, sam¬ 
ples) with everything from steel guitar 
and mellotron to the Wurlitzer. The end 
result is what you'd expect if Persson 
were to front a reunited Iron Butterfly. 

It works on the dreamy “Frequent Flyer” 
and the upbeat “Hard As A Stone,” 
which calls to mind Stone Temple Pilot’s 
“Big Bang Baby,” but “The Same Old 


£ £ DEPRESSED? 
M PLANNING 
TO SPEND THE 
NIGHT ALONE WITH 
A BOTTLE OFI H 
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Song” does seem to live up to its name 
(www.a-camp.org). 

It might be impossible to classify 
France’s Superbus, but their debut 
album, Aeromusical (Mercury, France), 
is one of the most infectious discs I’ve 
heard in ages. Seriously, you could have 
some heated arguments over the genre 
of this group, which seems to range 
from emo to ska to pop to punk, and it's 
clearly their wide array of influences 
that makes them so irresistible. “Je 
Reste Encore” reminds me of No Doubt’s 
“Spiderwebs” (like Gwen Stefani, 

Jennifer Ayache, le voix de Superbus, 
can sound assertive one minute and 
sweet as sugar the next), “Superstar” 
reminds me of Blink 182’s “All the 
Small Things” (the melodies of the two 
are strikingly similar), “Tchi-cum-Bah” 
reminds me of later day Sublime (just 
the general vibe), and the title track 
reminds me of early Nirvana (for the 
raw, crunchy guitars)... only I generally 
like Superbus’ songs 
more than those by 
the artists I’m compar- 

LANNING ing them to. And tak- 

|CMn xuc ing something that’s 
LNU I Ht already out there and 
INE WITH re " crea ting it to make 

it their own seems to 
OF ■ ■ be their gift, as evi- 
IF? Jr tf denced on their 

Jr Jr superb, punked-out 

cover of Madonna’s 
“Into the Groove.” Super, indeed 
(www.superbus.com.fr). 

Depressed? Planning to spend the 
night alone with a bottle of wine? Then 
Comes the Sun, the third album by 
Italy’s pop sensation Elisa (Sugar Music; 
www.sugarmusic.com), is the perfect 
companion. Her deep, soulful lyrics (the 
entire album is in English) on “Heaven 
Out of Hell” are hopeful but never so 
much so that it becomes irritating (she 
may be a bit more accessible than Tori 
Amos, but this certainly isn’t your gener¬ 
ic, Celine Dion-type extravagance 
either). That said, there are plenty of 
songs here that might make you feel like 
crying. “’Cause it never began for us/it’ll 
never end for us” she sings on 
“Rainbow,” and it's uncertain whether 
she’s saying that to encourage her bro¬ 
ken heart to heal or keep on bleeding. 
What is certain is that Elisa’s voice is 
always full of emotion and she infects 
her listeners with it like a great jazz 
singer. If you liked Fiona Apple's first 
album, you should cherish this 
(www.elisaweb.net). @ 
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is of twilight 


[EX-RLUETIP, GARDEN VARIETY, SWIl}— 

LEAN BEAT 


KIMONE- MERES OF TWILIGHT 

“Meres of Twilight” is a stunningly 
beautiful and mature full-length 
debut by a truly amazing band. 
Take it as a whole. Let its sounds 
surround and envelop you. Bathe 
in the breadth and depth of its 
lyrical poetry, melancholy 
and bliss. 

(Ag3001) 


RETISONIC - LEAN BEAT 

Jason Farrell (Ex-Bluetip. Swiz) 
and Joe Gorelick (Ex-Garden 
Variety) bring elements of their 
previous bands and much, much 
more to "Lean Beat”. At times 
aggressive, always hook-laden. 
RETISONIC are sure to satisfy 
any and all rock enthusiasts. 
(Ag3003) 




www.kimone.com 


www.retisonic.com 


am SILVERTHREE 

WaOSC sound recordings 


THE MUSIC IS THE SUBSTANCE. 


PO Box 3621 
Fairfax, Virginia 22038 
www.silverthree.com 



90 OAY MEN 
"TO EVERYBODY:” 

CO/LP: AVAILABLE NOW 


SWEEP THE LEG JOHNNY 
"GOING DOWNSWINGS" 

CD/DLP {LIMITED EpmON): 
AVAILABLE NOW 


DIANOGAH 

"MILLIONS OF BRAZILIANS 

GO/LP: AVAILABLE NOW 


KARATE 

"CANCEL/SING' 

CDEP: AVAILABLE 


773.235.5030 

WWW.SOUTHERN.COM 
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Industrial * Metal * Goth * Electronic * 80s * A/o/se 


Postage FREE in Canada/USA; $3 rest of world 

www.asleepbydawn.com 

Asleep By Dawn, 526 S. 5th St., Philadelphia PA 19147 USA 


The Outside^ 

interior Decorating Tips 


% Gothic" Auctions 
\0n The Web 


IRREVERSIBLE TREND (RADICAL) 

From Safety To Where? Damned if I know. Confusion and clut¬ 
ter, without question. And as such, we attribute to them an “emo” 
tendency at the core, a “noise” core precursor that’s heightened with 
atmospheric melodrama and tricky guitar runs, parlaying interlock¬ 
ing sing/scream vocals and instrumental breaks that go to the edge 
and back, lavish to languid, and incessantly indie. FSTW is a little bit 
of everything in this “who isn’t?” rock’n’roll climate, yet still remain 

distinct with a breadline production 
to increase the bass-beating produc¬ 
tivity and like-minded lyricism 
where the words are inescapable 
and succinct enough to browse, 
nod, move on, and enjoy the musi¬ 
cal depth. Riding high on harmony 
and jagged guitar fills, such is easily 
the biggest draw here. 

(77 Bleecker Street #C2-21 New 
York, NY 10012) 

VINNIE APICELLA 


CHRISTIANSEN 

FORENSICS BROTHERS AND SISTERS! (REVELATION) 

Former Initial Records dude Terry Campbell holds down 
the beats for Louisville, KY’s Christiansen, a quartet that 
regurgitates Red Medicine-era Fugazi (“Jhazz Never Spelled 
So Good”), At The Drive-In momentum (“Portable 
Museums,” “Transistorized Landscapes”), and Burning 
Airlines dissonance (“Traditional Ghosts”) into a backyard 
all their own. Constantly changing tempos, riffs, and 
arpeggios, Forensics Brothers and Sisters! can be a bit 
schizophrenic, but the enthusiasm makes up for the lack of 
fluidity. Keep an ear out for their upcoming full-length. 

(PO Box 5232 Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 

TIM DEN 


Enhance Your 
Winter Wardrobe 

With Fashions By / 
Subculture Array / 


Revealed 

Interview With 
i Manic Panic 


Plus: Assemblage 23-Audra-Deathline International-The Changelings 

■■■■■0 MoHdgy Media Inc - www gothicbeauty com - modelTetus d« Milo - photoTorrest Black/Amelia G - remixkmtoff com 

Issue #8 in stores at Hot Topic, 
Tower Records, & Borders!! 

Subscriptions are $24.95 (US) and $39.95 
(overseas). MO payable to Gothic Beauty 
Gothic Beauty 

4110 SE Hawthorne Blvd. #501 
Portland, OR 97214 USA 


FROM SAFETY 


TO WHERE 


BOYS NIGHT OUT 


BROKEN BONES AND BLOODY KISSES (ONEDAYSAVIOR) 

Yup, sounds like Grade, Glasseater, Saves the Day, and The 
Beautiful Mistake. That is to say Boys Night Out sing, they scream, 
they yearn, they rock out. It also means the singer misses a lot of 
the higher notes, sounds 18 (both in cracky voice and maturity of 
lyric-writing), howls pretty well, and the songs show a hint of “hey, 
metal really is less claustrophobic than hardcore, huh?” Broken 
Bones and Bloody Kisses is the band’s debut EP, and their Ferret full- 
length is coming out, or out already. BNO is more listenable than 
many of their post-hardcore screaming/whiny-emo peers, but that’s 
not saying much. Kinda don’t 
understand yet another decent yet 
interchangeable band playing 
MxPx and Thursday styles and 
neglecting the entire concept of 
mid-range (hey, maybe they could 
actually hit the notes that way). 

(PO Box 372 Williston Park, NY 
11596) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 


i 
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JETS TO BRAZIL 

PERFECTING LONELINESS (JADE TREE) 

This is the album Jets To Brazil have been waiting to make. No 
more hype, no more dealings with fans’ selfish expectations, no 
more focusing on the whole “ex members of” hoopla. Perfecting 
Loneliness is an album made by a band shooting straight from the 
soul, nothing else. Gone are the obvious British influences (even if 
Blake’s vocals still sound a bit cockney), replaced by a moonlit 
American Northeast kaleidoscope of dangling pianos and sizzling 
guitar leads. Roped in by none other than the towering Mr. J. 
Robbins, Perfecting Loneliness will test the Jets’ fanbase: It will leave 
behind the scene points-seeking name-droppers and reward the 
truly dedicated. 

(2310 Kennwynn Rd. Wilmington, DE 19810) 

TIM DEN 

LOGH 


EVERY TIME A BELL RINGS AN ANGEL GETS HIS WINGS (DEEP 
ELM) 

Logh are Swedish, which means 
they’re very good. Like fellow 
Scandinavians Kings Of 
Convenience, Poor Rich Ones, and 
Last Days of April, Logh find their 
strength not in distortion pedals but 
lightly-plucked arpeggios, misty 
ambient fogs, and the ability to paint 
Nordic sunsets with moody songs. 

To quote their bio, Every Time a Bell 
Rings an Angel Gets His Wings is like 
“abandoned old farms and bent and twisted weeping willows roughly 
following the path of a road that no one ever uses anymore.” What a 
perfect description... and what a deceptively calm yet enveloping 
album. 

(PO Box 36939 Charlotte, NC 28236) 

TIM DEN 


SAFETY IN NUMBERS 



BUILD AND STRUCTURE (TRIPLE CROWN) 

Safety in Numbers is the side project of Hot Rod 
Circuit’s vocalist/guitarist Alan Jackson. As frontman 
again, he uses HRC’s formula and sound and it works suc¬ 
cessfully on this unhyped debut. Jackson’s songs follow 
the basic themes of trying to keep girls and trying to get 
away from them. * “Waiting around” proclaims, “I’ve been 
breaking my plans for a week/just trying to keep you/wait¬ 
ing around.” The hardest-sounding song is “Braswell,” 

which provides some variety 
and motion to the debut. 
Jackson’s strong, distinct 
voice adds character and 
emotion to his music, which 
would otherwise be typical, 
steady, harmony, indie rock. 
(331 West 57th St #472 New 
York, NY 10019) 

EMILY JOYCE 






Kiel: Luscious photo by Billy 


THE APPLESEED CAST LOST SONGS 


deep elm records 


prices postpaid usa* Canada add $1 • world add $3 • get all EIGHT emo diaries cd compilations (1 1 1 songs) for $79 ppd usa ($88 wortd) 
8 hour order processing • credit-debit-check-cash-money orders • SAMPLER #4 with 19 songs /16 bands for $4 PPD WORLDWIDE 
coming soon: brandtson ep • drive til morning cd • settlefisb cd • unreleased 2 comp • hundred hands cd • emo diaries 9 comp 

post box 36939 charlotte, nc 28236 usa • (803) 631-6319 
order@deepelm.com • sounds, tours, news, contests, more 


benton falls 

guilt beats hate 


cd.$14 


deep elm sampler no. 4 

scd.$14 hearts bleed blue cd.$4 world 


lollipop 

Tease 

$15 

[girl not included] 

See more tee shirt 
designs and models at 
www.lollipop.com/tshtrts. 


Send check, money order 
or concealed cash to 
Lollipop Magazine 
PO Box 441493 
Boston. MA 92144 
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OMEN 


AND 


MUSIC 


WHAT 


ELSE 


COULD 


YOU 


WANT 


lingerie issue assaulting 
newsstands near you 


11X17 

PINUP 

POSTER 


www.varia 


com 


THE CRIPPLES 


DIRTY HEAD (DIRTNAP) 

Now this is a nice take on “garage rock.” No guitars, two synth 
guys with a great bash-away drum and bass team down in the 
engine room. Synths as noise generators, hissing and stabbing, not 
samplers, not as “waves of gauze,” not as a fake piano. Cool off¬ 
hand snotty vocal melodies, the short, sharp shock of early (pre¬ 
suck era) Devo/Ultravox rock songs, and a smidgen of The Cars 
make these guys a pop version of the mighty Six Finger Satellite. 
The true value is the tunes, so pick 
one to be “that special motivation¬ 
al song” which pulls you outta 
bed’n gets you up and toolin’. 

Contains a cover of Rapemans’ 

“Superpussy,” references to The 
Screamers in the promo, and 
knows enough about rock to avoid 
being silly-willies if they play with 
Guitar Wolf or Pere Ubu. 

(PO Box 21249 Seattle WA, 98111) 

CRAIG REGALA 


ADZ 

AMERICAN STEEL (STEEL 
CAGE) 

Balls-out rock’n’roll that 
the volume to go up with every 
track as I listened. You’ve got 
some pop-punk influence in the 
music, but thankfully beefed up in 
every facet to take it out of that genre. Plus, the lyrics are both 
funny and poignant and not sung like a sissy. To be honest, I was 
skeptical going in, due to the California roots (hey, I’m a New 
Hampshire scumbag, after all) but I came out a huge fan. 

Definitely reminded the old Duke of mid-’80s Redd Kross. That is 
the highest compliment I can give to any band of this type because 
I will worship Redd Kross ’til the day I die. 

(PO Box 29247 Philadelphia , PA 19125) 

DUKE CREVANATOR 


ABDULLAH 

GRAVEYARD POETRY (METEOR CITY) 

Stoner Rock, stoner rock, sto-ner-rock. Tell you what this is, 
it’s metal, no hyphens necessary. Rooted in the jean jacket ’80s, 
projected back to Sabbath’s sound stage and forward through the 
epic moments of Soundgarden, Abdullah are spreading without 
diluting. Retro in the aspects of what it doesn’t do (nil 
metal/black or grind ’n’ roll), non-retro in its synthesis of decent 
hard rock/metal moves that never quite existed toe-to-toe in the 

same season. It is what it is, the 
continuation of rock from the 
kinda guys who were into it, are 
into it, and will be into it, cuz it’s 
as much what they are as what 
they do. 

(PO Box 40322 Albuquerque, NM 
87196) 

CRAIG REGALA 
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SOUNDTRACK TO THE 
APOCALYPSE 

(STEELCAGE) 

Dirt punk hardcore 
with full-on speedmetal 
chops, GG Ailin’s moral 
tone, and Angry 
Samoans’ roots who 
don’t dick around with 
their “desires.” If you 

miss mid-period Speedealer or Zeke, there’s no reason 
not to lick the bloody pig’s head that is Soundtrack to... 
When I think of Steelcage Records I think of The 
Confederacy of Scum, and lo and fuckin’ behold, patron 
Saint of The Confederacy/Antiseen leader Jeff Clayton 
turns up for the live encores at the end of the disc. 

(PO Box 29247 Philadelphia, PA 19125 ) 

CRAIG REGALA 


DREXEL 

THE INEVITABLE IS AVAILABLE (FORK IN HAND) 

My, how these boys have grown. “No more faggy pop 
punk for us!” I can almost hear them shout. Maintaining 
punchy hooks, but now serving ’em up with brutal, dri¬ 
ving/snarling riffs, The Inevitable is Available sounds more 
like DC-core than any of Drexel's back catalog. Hooray for 
them, I say, cuz they can play, they can put together 
bruisin’ songs, they can sing, they can scream, they can 
pound, they can race, they can still play cute when called 
for. And fuck me if that ain’t more than what most punk 
bands today can do. 

(PO Box 23123 Boston , MA 02123) 


STARING 
BACK 



: 

STARING BACK >< ON 


ON (LOBSTER) 

Staring Back sure have grown 
up... They started out as five 
ragged little kids playing confused 
Nardcore songs, but on On, they 
sound like major league con¬ 
tenders. Multi-faceted songs, way 
too intelligent and technically 
fluid to be simply labeled “pop 

punk,” dominate this album. Gorgeous vocal melodies act as a 
magnet between prog guitar and bass lines, while thrashing 
drums carry the textured riffling into overdrive. I haven’t been 
hooked by a guilty pleasure like this since Park (funnily enough, 
another Lobster signee. Still wondering where the good emo 
punk’s at?). On is proof that there’s hope for the genre yet. 

Okay, maybe not, but it’s still a damn fine trip with pretty 
scenery. 

(PO Box 1473 Santa Barbara, CA 93102) 

TIM DEN 



(girl not included] 

See more tee shirt 
designs and models at v 
www, lollipop.com/tshirts. 

Send check, money order 
orjWUMcasfct. 



Stockholm Slump 
(RPM032) 

Years in the making, it‘s trip to 
heii and back with tunes that 
pack so much punch you gotta 
hear 'em to believe ’em. From 
high-energy bursts of pure punk 
to thought provoking rockers, 
the action flows seamlessly. 
Limited edition gold vinyl LP 
contains extra track 
$9 /CD $11 


THE HIVES 


VENIVIDI VICIOUS 

(RPM040) 

Gearhead Records is 
where you can score 
your copy of this smash 
hit record on VINYL! 
Limited edition white 
vinyl $9 


ALSO AVAILABLE: 


HELLACOPTERS 

| Cream of the Crap 2LP/CD 


HELLACOPTERS 

High Visibility U7CD 


NEW BOMB 


DUKES OF HAMBURG 

Some Folks By.., LP/CD 


THE HIVES 

Barely Legal LP/CD 
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VRRI0U5 RRTISTS 


HEARTS BLEED BLUE 


SAMPLER NO. 4 (DEEP ELM) 

The new class of Deep Elm-ers has big 
shoes to fill, but they are doing a bang-up 
job, thanks to the likes of brainy Red 
Animal War and sugary Brandtson. If you 
miss Starmarket’s Scandinavian introspec¬ 
tion, the new class’ got Logh, (the magnifi¬ 
cent) Last Days Of April, and This 


Beautiful Mess for ya. If you crave Pop 
Unknown’s guitar pop swagger, Hearts 
Bleed Blue's got Benton Falls, Lewis, and 
Slowride to satiate that craving. Sure, The 
Appleseed Cast have deteriorated into a 
blurry nil, but that’s only one minus in 
Deep Elm's sea of pluses. Hearts Bleed 
Blue: Sampler No. 4’s a great place to get 


started, so be on your way, horn-rimmed 
lad! More: Desert City Soundtrack, 

Lewis, Settlefish, Camber, David Singer & 
The Sweet Science, Planes Mistaken For 
Stars, Seven Storey. 

(PO Box 36939 Charlotte , NC 28236) 


HOW WE ROCK 


(BURNING HEART/EPITAPH) 

Every so often, a comp comes out that nails it. How We Rock is one of 
those comps. Unlike Now That’s What I Call Shitty Music: Volume Four 
Billion (all the manufactured radio Top 40 dance shit), How We Rock com¬ 
piles 19 hotshots and whatnots both trendy and “classic.” We’re now call¬ 
ing mid-’90s “real rock” “classic,” just so you know... The bio blames the 
brief and polished-shiny moment where electronic music “threatened” 
rock’n’roll for this resurgence, and that makes sense. Like how punk rock 
was originally a direct response to, like, Queen and Yes and art/prog shit 
“back in the day,” The Dwarves, New Bomb Turks, Supersuckers, and 
Rocket From the Crypt (among plenty of others not presented here) were 

the rockier end of the punk rock 
resurgence of the mid-’90s that 
was bored with grunge and 
watered-down, mopey altrock 
mainstream pap. It was dreary 
and faux artsy and majors had 
signed everyone in flannel 
whether they had anything to say 
or not. Cuz singing and playing 
meant little by that point. 

Fast-forward to the present 
where for years we’ve been chok¬ 
ing on emo whining (immature, 
watered-down indie rock by 
“cute” dorks who can’t sing and 

can’t write dynamic tunes) and nii metal/rapcore (white guys angry about, 
uh, stuff, who grew out of hardcore and couldn’t make the leap to “real 
metal” with, like, guitar solos and snakespit vocals, or liked rap cuz chicks 
shake their bootie to it, and they never fully get how silly they look in their 
ball caps strutting back and forth across the stage like blacks do, mostly 
cuz suburban white kids have never been “locked down” and should bless 
their virgin little buttholes that they haven’t been, so they have no idea 
what “pacing like a caged animal” means), and don’t even get me started 
on the state of “punk rock.” Much as I like a lot of the peppy punkpop, it’s 
fast pop (at best). “Punk” usually doesn’t come into play. 

So, with the great majority of music sucking ass and selling well (I’m 
glad when Dave Matthews comes on the radio because, comparatively, he 
drives me to murder significantly less than the latest Ra Rule duet), it 
makes sense many are looking back to the sticky-floored clubs for vital 
music. Trouble is, emo’s rubbed off and “the kids” are kinda far removed 
from Sex Pistols, or even GG Allin, and AC/DC and “classic rock” is their 
shaggy older brother’s domain, so even though Electric Frankenstein is 
actually pretty mid-tempo and dull, we all flock to them because most 
everything else sucks a lot worse. So while the “old school” rockers are 
fist-bangin’ and shot-pounding to the classics mentioned above - as well 
as Zeke, The Hellacopters, Gluecifer, and Gotohells - “the kids” are 
“shakin’ it up” all jerky Mod style (I always picture Mike Meyers in the 



black turtleneck, all pretentious and arty, never breaking a sweat) to The 
(International) Noise Conspiracy, Division of Laura Lee, and this partic¬ 
ular track by The Hives (“Main Offender”), which is probably their break¬ 
through hit cuz it’s not as crazy, wild, sloppy, and dangerous, and therefore 
safe for trendy kids who wanna “rock out” but have no idea how to cuz 
they grew up on emo, grunge, and other lazy musical styles. 

To get this far into the review without mentioning Turbonegro, who 
open this comp as they should open every comp released, is a sin, and I’ll 
ask forgiveness at the Alter of Rock and promise to recite 30 “For Those 
About to Rock, We Salute You”s. If you missed this very-influential-in- 
the-underground mid-’90s Scandinavian rock band cuz your friends are 
posers and never pressured you into buying and memorizing every word 
so you could scream “Motherfuckin’ pizza tonight!” with them, it’s time to 
get new friends (and every Turbonegro record you can lay yer paws on). 

So How We Rock does what it sets out to: It shows the breadth of 
today’s rock. There are a few not-great tracks: The Peepshows’ “Never 
Say No” which rips Maiden’s “The Trooper” and plods through it like US 
Bombs plod through pretty much everything; Puffball’s “Ace of Spades”- 
era Motorhead barrage which ain’t bad, but any speed-poppin’ rock fan 
can surely mention three dozen cuts they’d’ve replaced it with; and 
Danko Jones’ fizzling closer which, again, is finger-snapping soul rock 
(black singers help, as un-PC as that might sound) and ok, but where’re 
the Backyard Babies (ok, they only had one good record, but it was 
GREAT), or The Flaming Sideburns, or “Demons,” or The Quill, or, for 
that matter, any of the more stoner/hard rock bands? Sure, ya don’t 
wanna get too far into the shaggy stoner Fu Manchu/Monster Magnet 
“Black Sabbath ruled!” genepool, but hinting that it exists as valid rock 
might’ve been nice. Then again, Bad Afro’s Pushing Scandinavian Rock to 
the Man Vol. III and Small Stone’s Sucking the ’ 70s two-CD cover comp 
are both out, so fill in the blanks by getting them too. 

This is the domestic release of a Burning Heart CD, and Burning 
Heart’s in Sweden, so a few tracks don’t credit labels in the U.S. who’ve 
fought and probably lost money delivering The Rock. And, ironically, 
Epitaph has since dropped most of the early rock bands listed here in 
favor of the “hip” Mod stuff, so I wonder how that tastes... Geek info: 
Zeke was on Scooch Pooch (who still owes me money) and then Sub Pop, 
as were Gluecifer and Supersuckers (on Sub Pop, I mean); The Hives, 

New Bomb Turks, the Hellacopters, and maybe another are/have been on 
Gearhead who doesn’t even get mentioned here; Sahara Hotnights (who 
sound like yelpy early garage Donnas, but one of the chicks is dating one 
of the Hives, so that makes them good or something) are on Jetset, as are 
The Flaming Sideburns (can I namedrop them more?); Randy and 
T(I)NC have both been on G-7 outta Canada; and EF have been on every 
decent rock label in North America, so finding a list of labels they’ve been 
on’d probably turn almost anyone onto some good folks releasing good 
rock to a devoted few. 

(2798 Sunset Blvd Los Angeles , CA 90026) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 
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I VIVA DEATH 
SELF TITLED 
VR373CD 


I DASHBOARD CONFESSIONAL 
MTU 2.0 UNPLUGGED 
UR378 CD 


I KOUFAX 
SOCIAL LIFE 
VR374 CD / LP 


I HEY MERCEDES 
THE WEEKEND EP 
VR372 CD EP 


I FACE TO FACE 
HOWTO RUIN EVERYTHING 
VR366 CD / LP 


PAULWESTERBERG 

STEREO 

VR369CD 


I AUDIO LEARNING CENTER 
FRIENDSHIPS OFTEN FADE AWAY 
VR361 CD/LP 


HVAGRAN! 


: Records *2118 Wilshire Blvd. #361 • Santa Monica CA 90403 


'.vagrant.com 





























VRRIOUS RRTJ5T5 


PLEA FOR 
PEACE TAKE 
ACTION 

VOLUME 2 (SUB CITY/ASIAN MAN) 

Second disc from the highly-successful tour 
package that benefits The National Hopeline 
Network (a suicide hotline) and Kristin Brooks 
Hope Center. As always, a who’s who of under¬ 
ground artists show up to offer audio accompa¬ 
niment, ranging from “heavy emo” (which is 
basically mainstream modern rock ala 
Hoobastank [Finch, Noise Ratchet, Recover]), 
“look at us, we’re sad” emo punk (Taking Back 
Sunday, Yellowcard, Audio Karate), bad metal 
wannabes (Avenged Sevenfold, Curlupandie, 
Eighteen Visions), real metal (meaning it’s 
good [Poison The Well, God Forbid, Shadows 
Fall]), and everything in between. You’ve got 
(surprisingly) spirit-raising Common Rider 
doin’ hyper ska, Cave In doing their space rock 
thang, Anti-Flag dishin’ out the smooth 
soundin’ (political) pop punk, Moneen ripping 
off Braid, and a slew of bands trying to be witty 
with their song titles to make up for their shitty 
music (“Ted Nugent Goes AOL,” “Cute Without 
the E (Cut From the Team),” “The Ocean is a 
Fuck of a Long Way to Swim,” “Noble 
Stabbings!!”)... and it’s a double disc! So sup¬ 
port the cause, learn about the good bands, and 
take notes on which 
ones to avoid. More: 

Jesse Michaels, The 
Lawrence Arms, The 
Beautiful Mistake, 

Snapcase, Open Hand, 

The Movielife, August 
Premier (who complete¬ 
ly rip Propagandas 
“This Might be Satire”), 

Digger, The Plus One’s, 

Amazing Transparent 
Man, Tsunami Bomb, 

The Deal, Dillinger 
Four, Piebald, Ultimate 
Fakebook, Bad Astronaut, Mike Park. 

(PO Box 7495 Van Nuys, CA 91409) 

TIM DEN 


MY VERY LAST BREATH 

THE EMO DIARIES CHAPTER EIGHT (DEEP ELM) 

It’s been a while since The Emo Diaries put out a worthy edition. Chapter Eight , My Very Last 
Breath finally lives up to the series’ predecessors by presenting 12 enjoyable takes on what has 
become a truly frowned-upon genre. But fear not, when The Emo Diaries gets it right, the results 
are always top-notch. Beginning with Kelly8’s Refused-with-girl-singer spectacular, a plethora of 
emo hybrids (Long Since Forgotten’s radio emo, The Colour Blue’s mostly-instrumental 
noodlings, The Home Team’s Dashboard Confessional acoustic sappy stylings) show just how 
flexible the “e-tag” can be, and how it can actually be good 
when crafted by the right hands. Case in point: Album 
highlight The Day Action Band, whose modern-James 
Taylor Americana arcs over any indie rock tags by simply 
being soulful. Reflective, weary, sullen, but beaming with 
Heartland perseverance, it serves as a shining example of 
how maybe this “emo” thing - after it washes ashore on 
the island of passing trends - just might leave us a few 
timeless treasures. More: Fading Fast, Logh, Down-To- 
Earth Approach, Hateen, A Season Drive, The Solo 
Project, Slow Coming Day. 

(PO Box 36939 Charlotte , NC 28236) 

TIM DEN 
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OUR LIFETIME 

VOL. 2, VOL. 3: THE REVENGE OF BOSTON (FENWAY) 

Ex-Grand Royal (oh, how we miss you!) honcho Mark Kates presents two volumes of urban, 
hip, eclectic-but-never-lost gems that mine surprise after surprise. Vol 2: The British fuzz (and 
gentle waves) of Minuteman (not to be confused with hardcore legends Minutemen), the pro¬ 
gressive guitar pop of Longwave, the indie-hop of Roundtable MC’s, the power pop of (ex-That 
Dog) Anna Waronker, plus Radio 4, Joselo, Aphrodite w/Schooly D, The 
Inflatablemen, Rick Bain And The Genius Position, My Morning Jacket, 
Warren Zanes, Eltro, The Deathray Davies, Nakia (featuring Tony Hajjar of 
Sparta), Consonant (featuring Clint Conley of Mission Of Burma), and the 
almighty Rival Schools. 

Vol 3: the elegant shimmerings of The Sheila Divine, the hilarious Kaiju 
Big Battle, the space rock of Cave In, the emo-Ben Folds (??) of Piebald, the a 
capella stylin’s of Insight, the manic pop of Chad Stokes Urmston, the lo- 
fi/James Taylor/Belle & Sebastian-isms of Papas Fritas, the airy beauty of Blake 
Hazard, the Costello-ish The Gentlemen, plus Billy Barrett, Heavy Stud, The 
Kickovers, Jack Drag, Skating Club, Cracktorch, Fierce Tibetan Gods, 

Quitter, and Dropkick Murphys with Dicky Barrett. 

Ironically, the only downers on these two versatile and choice cut collections 
come from Boston (The Damn Personal’s off-key singing/weak delivery and 
Lockgroove’s incoherent mess). But nonetheless, the In Our Lifetime series is 
quickly becoming the hottest and most respected “mix tape” at parties. Get with the good stuff. 
(PO Box 15614 Kenmore Station Boston, MA 02215) 


TIM DEN 


4Y-RECORDS: DAMNING YOUR SOUL SINCE 1985. 


Y'KNOW WHAT I HATE? I HATE 

WHEN I GO INTO A RECORD STORE 
AND ALL I SEE ARE CORPORATE 
CLERKS WITH THEIR LIL’ 
BUSINESS-MAN HAIR-CUTS. 



WHEN I GO INTO A RECORD STORE, 
I LIKE TO SEE FREAKY PEOPLE WITH 
LONG HAIR DYED IN DIFFERENT 
COLORS. 



www.4yrecords.com 


I'D BE MORE LIKELY TO TAKE 
MUSICAL ADVICE FROM A FREAK 
THAN SOME CLEAN-CUT WANKER 
WITH A DAMN NAME TAG. 


IT'S AN UNTOLD LAW OF MUSIC. 
FREAKS KNOW GOOD MUSIC, 
BUSINESSMEN JUST SELL IT. 
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For MP3s and up to the minute news and tour information, 

Doghouse Records PO Box 8946 Toledo, OH 43623 USA 


The All-American Rejects s/t CD / lp 


Favez The Ages Of Wonders Single + Video 


W * 


Favez From Lausanne... CD 


As Friends Rust Won CD / LP 


The Break s/t CD / LP 
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SUCKING THE 70S 


(SMALL STONE) 

This is such a great idea, I can’t believe 
no one’s had it before. Tribute albums are, 
by and large, woeful propositions (though 
Small Stone is responsible for one of the few 
good ones, 2000's Aerosmith tribute Right 
in the Nuts). There are a variety of reasons 
for this, but the most common problems are 
unimaginative arrangements (for instance, 
Warped’s extremely faithful cover of AC/DC’s 
“Dog Eat Dog,” one of the very few all-out 
losers on this platter) and the fact that most 
of the bands participating are not as good as 
the one(s) to whom they are paying tribute. 

However, Sucking the 70s succeeds 
where so many before have failed because 
the very concept encapsulates such a large 
chunk of space and actually encourages 
bands to take chances and exert themselves 
in ways that normal tribute albums do not. 
Everything from cock-rockin’ bombast (Five 
Horse Johnson’s superb set-opening run 
through Mountain’s “Never in My Life,” 
Suplecs’ towering version of Rush’s “Working 
Man”) to mind-melting psych (The Heads’ 
version of the obscure “For Madmen Only,” 
originally performed by May Blitz, and Los 
Natas’ equally synapse-disrupting take on 
Hawkwind’s “Brainstorm”) to downtuned 
bubblegum (Scott Reeder’s finger-popping 
version of Sugarloaf’s “Don’t Call Us, We’ll 
Call You”) is covered and nearly everyone 
succeeds wildly. 

Indeed, such is this set’s success that it 
presents a pretty strong case for the 70s as 
rock music’s finest decade. Though such an 
assertion would’ve been laughed outta school, 
say, 3-4 years ago, the decade in question's 
star has risen considerably since then. 
“Serious” rock critics and other failed acade¬ 
mics (how’s that for complete failure?) point¬ 
ed and will continue to point to the ’60s as 
the decade to top all others, and while I will 
not deny that a whole lotta finery was birthed 
during those years (especially the ones at the 
end), the wide-ranging greatness contained 
within these 35 songs (original versions, obvi¬ 
ously, since we’re talkin’ 70s), as well as all 
the cool cultural and social shit, much of 
which is evoked by this set’s beautiful pack¬ 
aging, that we all associate with the 70s 
(Gimme cowboy boots and a Dodge Charger 
with an 8-track player over frilly shirts, bowl 
cuts*and Beatle boots any day) fills me with 
a warm longing that thoughts of hippies, 
peace marches, and Woodstock do not. I 
suppose that makes me a self-centered hedo¬ 
nist who doesn’t care for the well-being of his 
fellow man, but as Popeye once said, I yam 
what I yam. 

Fuck, there’s some great stuff on Sucking 
the 70s . Even the bands that trod upon 
sacred ground, like Lamont, who give a great 


version of the untouchable “Nasty Dogs and 
Funky Kings” (originally by ZZ Top, whose 
early records I love like the air that allows 
my continued survival) and Alabama 
Thunderpussy, whose version of “Hymn 43” 
tears Jethro Tull's great original into long, 
thin strips, succeed more wildly than they 
have any right to. At the other end of the 
spectrum are bands that reach for the cheese 
hoop by tackling bands and/or songs that 
aren’t especially good. The best example is 
Backdraft, whose version of Whitesnake’s 
“Child of Babylon” is terrific enough to make 
me want to head straight to the record store 
to grab some Whitesnake LPs from the dollar 
bin (which is exactly what I’m going to do as 
soon as I’m done writing this). And because 
there’s nowhere else to put it, this is as good 
a place as any to mention Porn (The Men 
of)’s deconstruction of Neil Young’s “Out on 
the Weekend,” which cannot be described 
without the use of the word “evil.” Young's 
original, which opened Harvest, the one Neil 
album your parents probably had, thanks to 
hits like “Heart of Gold” and “Old Man,” is 
here recast as a hellish, grinding maelstrom, 
a slow-motion swirl of dirty water going 
down the drain, anarchic entropy slowed to 
the speed of a slug. 

There are many, many more highlights (I 
can’t believe I haven’t mentioned 
Throttlerod’s version of “Black Betty,” 

Clutch’s “Cross-Eyed Mary,” or The Brought 
Low’s lighter-in-the-air version of a forgotten 
Rolling Stones song, “Till the Next 
Goodbye”), but, alas, time and finger stami¬ 
na are short. Suffice it to say that any 
among you who obsessively watch the film 
Dazed and Confused and feel a nostalgia for 
an era of bell bottoms, afros, souped-up 
muscle cars, KISS pinball machines, and 
vinyl records will feel better having this 

around. Other _ 

bands who con¬ 
tribute are Dixie 
Witch, The 
Glasspack, The 
Last Vegas, 

Halfway to Gone, 

Puny Human, fjf m 

Raging Slab, 

Black Nasa, jMSBBSS 

Hangnail, 

Roadsaw, 

Novadriver, _ 

Disengage, 

Milligram, Tummler, Fireball Ministry, Spirit 
Caravan, Lowrider, The Mushroom River 
Band, Broadsword, Doubleneck, Lord 
Sterling, Tectonic Break, and Gideon Smith 
& the Dixie Damned. 

(PO Box 02007 Detroit, Ml 48202) 

BRIAN VARNEY 
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PUSHING 

SCANDINAVIAN 

ROCK TO THE MAN 

VOL III (BAD AFRO) 

“Nothing but hits, bitch, nothing but hits!” - 
The Dwarves. OK, so the Dwarves aren’t here 
(nor should they be), but it fits stylistically. 
Scandinavian rock is the new thing, and it’s 
about goddamn time people realized emo and 
nii metal were fashion-based shitty music water¬ 
ing down good ideas/styles. Bad Afro specializes 
in soulful rock swagger, sometimes edging 
toward ’70s acid rock (not metal), sometimes 
gearing up to hot rod/garage rock (kinda card¬ 
board production, but that’s mostly cuz I’ve 
heard so many Fat-sounding bands), and while 
specialists may namecheck Howlin’ whatshis- 
name or Screaming whoever, I keep coming 
back to early Rolling Stones, James Brown, and 
classic soul/r&b (not the shit they call r&b 
now). Meaning it’s rock, real rock, with danger¬ 
ous energy, passionate, howling/belting-it-out 
singing, and often reverb-drenched guitar solos. 
Wait! Before you write this off as retro loser 
yahoo shit George Thorogood fans’d like chased 
by a Bud and a “show yer tits!” guffaw, lemme 
tell you this hip-shakin’ action’d surely appeal to 
Mod and nii garage fans (those who wanna dig 
beyond The White Stripes and The Hives and 
find some other good bands with a “The” in 
their name), and I can imagine cool indie chicks 
dancing around to this in their underwear. But, 
uh, that might just be me... 

A few of these bands may be familiar to 
people who pay close attention - The Flaming 
Sideburns, The Royal Beat Conspiracy, The 
Chronics, The Maggots, The Mutants, The 
Burnouts - or maybe they just sound like 
“The” bands you’ve heard of (yeah, I know, it’s 
tough to keep all the band names straight and 
still remember your mom’s birthday, how many 
days it’s been since you met that 
cute indie chick so you can call her 
and play her this record, and, like, 
was it beer and toilet paper you 
were supposed to get?, or was it 
bread and milk?, shit...), but don’t 
worry, get this comp, How We 
Rock , and hopefully Gearhead’ll 
put out a comp soon, and you’ll be 
cool and hip and stylin’ in your 
tattered vintage Kiss/Van 
Halen/pre-ballad Aerosmith tee, 
rock boy. Others stickin’ The Rock 
to The Man: Sweatmaster (whose 
opening track “I Am a Demon and I Love 
Rock’n’Roll” kicks ass and says it all), Baby 
Woodrose, Vegas V.I.P., On Trial, Species, The 
Laundrettes, The Borderlines, The Defectors, 
Thee Ultra Bimboos. 

(www. badafro. dk) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 
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BY AMANDA NASH 


chuck palahniuk 


Best known for being the author of 
Fight Club , but also revered for his other 
books (Invisible Monsters, Survivor, and 
Choke), Chuck Palahniuk is on tour for a 
new book, Lullaby. The lullaby is actually 
an African culling song which appears in a 
book of bedtime poems and puts the lis¬ 
tener to sleep... for good. Only two peo¬ 
ple have discovered the potency of the 
poem, one a reporter who’s been assigned 
to investigate Sudden Infant Death 
Syndrome, and the other a real estate 
dealer who sells - and resells - haunted 
houses. Unfortunately, our protagonist, 
the reporter, is not too adept at controlling 
his impulse to invoke the poem, and as 
the story unfolds, a trail of 


It’s all research. It’s me researching some¬ 
thing I want to know about, something I have 
a personal investment in, but something I need 
to justify by making a story about it. In the 
case of that, I wanted to understand the last 
twenty minutes of my father’s life, what they 
must have been about, and physically what he 
must have gone through. I did a huge amount 
of forensic research so I could sit down with a 
medical examiner and ask the kind of ques¬ 
tions that would elicit the responses that 
would tell me what my dad had gone through. 
Whether he’d suffered, how he’d suffered... 
then I made it into a story. 

I know your dad was murdered, but I don’t 
know anything more. Do you talk about that? 


not entirely intentional 
murders occurs. 

The reporter, Carl, and 
the real estate agent, 
Helen, along with Helen's 
Wiccan secretary, Mona, 
and Mona’s anarchoenvi- 
ronmentalist boyfriend, 
Oyster, take it upon them¬ 
selves to hit the road on a 
mission to rid the world of 
the deadly book of poems 
(or at least the offending 
page). And, of course, 
hilarity ensues. Well, grim 
hilarity. 

What is Lullaby really 



about? It’s about our loss of family. It's 
about how we’ve ruined the environment. 
It’s about how our brains are so polluted by 
random noise and advertising that we can 
no longer control our own actions. It’s 
abouT*how we’re so addicted to this noise 
and advertising that we can’t even let our¬ 
selves think. 

But, as always, when Palahniuk writes 
or talks, there’s a streak of dauntless opti¬ 
mism suffused through his gruesome 
tales. The characters do create their own 
warped kind of family, and they do man¬ 
age to accomplish something for the 
greater good. And even if everything falls 
apart at the end - as it invariably does in 
Palahniuk’s novels - the good intentions 
of a few flawed individuals stumbling 
along on their own path leaves the world 
a slightly better place. 


You get into these obscure areas, and you real¬ 
ly seem to know a lot about them, like how the 
paramedics talk, the way livor mortis was 
described, and the purge fluids and all that. 


A little. I’ll talk about it in a detached way, 
but I won’t talk about my reaction to it. 

My father answered a personals ad, and 
ended up dating a lawyer who’d previously 
been married to a man she’d met while teach¬ 
ing legal skills in the prison system. This ex- 
husband had abused her, and she’d divorced 
him and was going to testify to send him back 
to prison. In return, he threatened to kill her 
and her children and anyone he ever found her 
with. So, on their third date, my father was 
bringing her home, and the ex-husband was 
waiting in the driveway. He killed them both, 
and then apparently burned their bodies in the 
house. This was in May of 1999, just before the 
Fight Club movie came out. 

My father’s parents both died when he was 
little. My grandfather just sort of... nobody 
really knows if he just went acutely nuts or 
slowly nuts, but one day he killed my grand¬ 
mother, and then he spent the day trying to 
find my father to kill him. He eventually ended 
up just killing himself. My father’s first memo¬ 
ries are of hiding under a bed, hearing his 
father calling his name, and knowing that if his 


father found him, he would kill him. So my 
father spent his whole life trying in a way to 
find his mother by having relationship after 
relationship. Then when he eventually found 
his dream relationship - because he really 
seemed to love this woman - suddenly the man 
with the gun comes back and kills them. 

Oh my god, that’s amazingly strange and hor¬ 
rible. 

And you know what her personal ad was 
headlined? “Kismet.” [Fate.] Creepy- 

Back in the realm of things you’ve studied... 
Oyster gives a lot of arguments against eating 
animal products, all the torture that’s done to 
animals. Did you already know that stuff? 

Did you go out and study it? 

I studied it, and I found out way more 
than I wanted to know. Where I live is very 
agrarian, and I know a lot of people who are 
involved in factory farms. It’s a very matter- 
of-fact way of life for them. “How long does 
a cow live?” “As long as you want it to.” 
They’re very frank and honest. 

So most of your time is spent researching, 
not writing? 

Oh, yeah. When I say the book took six 
weeks to write , it took six weeks to write, but 
it took about a year and a half to research. 

Is that why you got into writing, because 
you wanted to learn about things? 

Yeah. I used to read the Jack London 
books, like Call of the Wild. My brother and I 
would read them and we thought that life 
would be one adventure after another. That’s 
why I got a journalism degree, because I 
thought that I would be getting paid to have 
adventures. But instead, I was getting paid to 
go to city council meetings. I’ve sort of come 
back to that childhood dream, by having the 
excuse to go out and do these things that I 
would naturally be fascinated by. 

Do you formulate your book ideas around 
what you want to know, or do you have an 
idea first and then go research it? 

It’s different with each book. Sometimes I’ll 
get the structure or the context for the telling 
first. Like in Survivor... the idea of telling a story 
into an in-flight recorder knowing that you and 
the plane would be destroyed, but your story, 
just your story would exist and people would 
come and find it. I was in love with that idea. 
I’m curious about one of the underlying 
themes in Lullaby , the thing about noise pol¬ 
lution and advertising, and how people are 
incapable of being quiet. Are you intolerant 
of noise? 

Yeah. I’m intolerant about noise that’s just 
for the sake of noise. There’s always some sort 
of a soundtrack in public places; it’s like they 
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think we cant tolerate silence, like every 
moment has to be filled up with something or 
we might get a chance to think. Have you 
noticed the music in here? 

No, not really... It seems pretty innocuous. 

It’s innocuous, but it’s unnecessary. It’s like 
they think something terrible would happen if 
we just had silence. And what’s weird is that 
sometimes, when it gets quiet in here, the 
music suddenly gets louder. 

It’s funny that you feel that way, because we 
call you the Rock Star Writer. You have kind 
of a rock star lifestyle, or at least a rock star 
reputation. Would you prefer to not be the 
Rock Star Writer? Would you prefer it if your 
books were just out there, and you didn’t have 
to involve yourself personally so much? 

Oh, enormously. I think all writers are writ¬ 
ers because they’d like to do their thing and 
send it off and just stay home while that thing 
represents them and interacts with people so 
that they don’t have to. Writers aren’t writers 
because they’re outgoing, they’re writers 
because they’re sort of introverted. 


But don’t you love it when you do appear¬ 
ances and 500 to 1,000 people show up? 

Oh, I love that part, I love the interaction, 
and the sort of back-and-forth and all of that. 
But the physical drain is just grueling. You’re 
signing and handshaking for five-and-a-half 
hours, and half your body just wants to be 
dead. But I would swear that 80-90% of the 
people at my book events have never been to a 
book event before. I don’t want their first one 
to be a shitty one. I want them to have such a 
good experience that they will come back to 
other book events with other people. 

But will they only come back to you? 

I don’t write often enough. 

Yeah, you know, you really should write faster. 

Oh god, no... But you know, in college, we 
were taught that the people who read five or 
more books a year are the people who run the 
world. The people who have the resources and 
really run the culture. I’ve always thought of 
reading as synonymous with taking responsibil¬ 
ity and being active in the culture. 

A lot of people stop reading after college. 
They just read magazines and newspapers. 


Part of me thinks, “Boy, and we complain 
about the literacy rate among young people..!' I 
don’t know if it’s really young people, or it’s 
just that books have failed this generation. 

Why shouldn't people be drawn to other sorts 
of cultural entertainments that are so much 
more compelling than books have become? 

The assumptions people make about you 
from having read your books, do you enjoy 
them, do you find them annoying? 

I can’t control that. In a way, it’s sweet and 
touching, because it tends to say far more about 
them than it does about me. There was a 
rumor going around that I lived in a castle, that 
I refused to sign books, and that I interacted 
with no one. Then there was one that I was 
Bret Ellis’ secret lover. I hadn’t even met him, 
but he did an incredible blurb for Fight Club , 
for the British edition. 

What did it say? 

Something about “Palahniuk may be our 
generation’s Don DeLillo.” And my guilty 
secret is that I haven’t read many of the books 


by the people I’m compared to. 

Do you find that people respond to you in 
strange ways when they find out you’re a 
writer? 

I’ve only been a writer since I was 31. Until 
three years ago, I worked as a mechanic on 
freightliners. I got so little respect when I said I 
was a diesel truck mechanic that I really enjoy 
the respect I get as a writer. It seems almost 
like a mythic thing in our culture to be able to 
make your living selling lies. 

They’re stories! There’s a difference between a 
story and lie! (he laughs) 

There’s a really incredible quote from an 
artist, a contemporary of Picasso, who said that 
“art is the lie that tells the truth better than the 
truth.” Art comments on things better than 
when they’re literally commented on. I’ve ' 
always loved that quote. 

At your last signing, you talked about how you 
go to parties and run ideas by your friends. I 
want to go to those parties! 

They’re the same parties you go to. 
Everybody does that. 

Yeah, but not everybody comes up with some¬ 


thing really great when they’re done. 

I don’t know, in a way that’s a compulsion. 
Maybe these things should be said, laughed at, 
and let die. But I want to write them down and 
preserve them; I can’t let go of those things. 

I’m like a magpie when it comes to really clever 
things or really insightful things people say. 

Do you involve your friends in your writing? 

I involve them in that I’ll bounce ideas off 
them for their reactions, or ask them to read 
drafts. I use my friends as my beta testing 
group. If they squirm or laugh, that’s a good 
sign. 

I liked your dedication in Lullaby : “For the 
people who read my stuff when nobody read 
my stuff.” 

They were the first five people who ever 
read my books and wrote to me. 

Oh! I thought they were friends of yours. 

No, they’re friends of mine now. But they 
all wrote to me when Fight Club came out as a 
hardcover, and very few people bought it. 

Are you in touch with any other writers? 

Very few, I know almost no writers. 

Do you want to? 

Not really. You can’t steal 
their stories, so what’s the 
point? 

To talk shop? 

I toured Europe in the 
spring with David Sedaris, 
Michael Chabon, and 
Jonathan Lethem. It was a 
great group. And it was nice 
to be able to commiserate 
with them. But at the end of 
the day, you can’t build up 
material because you can’t 
steal from other writers. 

So you’re always collecting 
material? It’s never R&R? 
Never. Never. I’m always 
accumulating little details, things I can use. 
What have you got coming up? 

I’ve got two books ready for next year. A 
really dark travel book about Portland, for the 
Crown Journeys series. They ask writers to 
write really personal travel guides about the 
cities they live in. They want to exploit that 
domestic travel bubble. They asked me to do 
Portland, and that comes out next spring. And 
then I’ve got a sort of Ira Levin conspiracy 
horror book in the fall. 

Conspiracy horror? 

The books I know of Levin’s that were so 
good were conspiracy horror, where one per¬ 
son lives their life, not realizing that the 
world is manipulating and closing in around 
them. That’s what I think of as conspiracy 
horror. 

So you’re calling it... 

Period Revival. Architectural phrase; that’s 
the central metaphor of the book. 

And who’s the main character? 

The main character is a woman whose hus¬ 
band has attempted suicide and he’s in a coma. 

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE 



#/ MY GUILTY 
“ SECRET IS THAT I 
HAVEN’T READ MANY 
OF THE BOOKS BY 
THE PEOPLE I’M . , 
COMPARED TO. 77 


#60 LOLLIPOP MAGAZINE | 71 

















She starts getting calls from all of these people 
that he did contracting work for. They’re all 
wealthy people coming back to their summer 
homes and finding that there’s a room missing. 
It’s always a small room and it may take them 
weeks to realize that the closet is not where it 
used to be or a bedroom is gone. And when 
they finally break through the sheetrock where 
the door used to be, they find these little cryp¬ 
tic messages written inside the sealed-up room. 
So she’s trying to put together the reasons why 
her husband attempted suicide. That’s how the 
book starts. 

That’s interesting, I want to read that! 

When I was little, whenever we worked on 
houses - my siblings and my dad and I - it was 
really important to my dad to leave some¬ 
thing inside the walls as kind of a gift to 
the future, to people we would never 
know. And when you bring that up at 
parties, people have either done it or 
they’ve found that stuff. It’s a real arche¬ 
type in people’s minds; they all have sto¬ 
ries about finding these gifts or leaving 
these gifts, in a ritualistic, sacrificial way. 

You mentioned in an interview about 
how after September 11th, things were 
taken too seriously, so you felt you had to 
work in different genres in order to 
address what you wanted to address. 

It wasn’t the death of irony, but it was, 
in a way, the death of transgressional fic¬ 
tion. For years, we’ve had books like The 
Monkey Wrench Gang , or Trainspotting , or 
American Psycho , where people transgress 
against society in order to make a state¬ 
ment. And for a number of reasons, only 
one of which is September 11th, I don’t 
think that kind of fiction is going to be 
very effective for a while. People won’t 
hear it sympathetically, they won’t be able 
to laugh at it as easily, and perhaps most 
importantly, maybe we’ve been doing it 
long enough. Maybe it’s time to be a little 
more clever and funny with our message, 
rather than just beating people over the 
head with it. You know, to do our social 
commentary with metaphor, like Orwell 
did, in fantasy or horror or science fiction. 
Maybe it’s time to get hurt again by doing 
it in a sort of seductive, charming way. 

Do you do that in Lullaby, or no? 

I kind of do it Lullaby; I’m trying to do it in 
a less soap-boxy way, by doing it within the veil 
of an external horror plot line: A man trapped 
in circumstances. 

At the end, I felt that you were making things 
clearer than you needed to. 

I’ve been accused of that. Being a little 
didactic at the end... 

Not didactic so much as just not trusting your 
readers to get it. 

At the end, I do tend to beat the drum a lit¬ 
tle too much. But as a friend of mine, the 
writer Diana Abu-Jabar, says, “subtlety only 
leads to heartbreak.” Part of me is really afraid 
they won’t get it. 

There are worse things... But I like to feel like 


I got something not everybody got (even if 
everyone else feels that way too, and if it’s well 
done, they usually do). 

It took most people years to figure out the 
real ending to my second book, Survivor. That 
was so frustrating. The way it’s written, it looks 
like the protagonist dies at the end. I wrote it 
with some subtly-hidden plot elements that 
imply how this man manages to look like he 
dies, but he actually lives. It was a year before 
one person finally came up to me and said, 
“Does he really do this instead of dying?” 

A year?? 

A year! Before one person got it. Now more 
and more people are finally realizing that the 
book ends happily. But people seemed so 


H ...AND HE SAYS, 
TELL ME THE 
TRUTH. [FIGHT 
CLUB] IS REALLY 
ABOUT GAY GUYS 
DOING EACH OTHER 
IN FRONT OF EACH 
OTHER, RIGHT? IT'S 
A BATH HOUSE 
MOVIE . 7 AND ALL I 
COULD THINK TO 
SAY WAS, 'JUST 
DON’T TELL 
ANYONE, OKAY ? 7 77 


attached to the idea that it was tragic. A web¬ 
site posted an explanation of the plot and the 
twist at the end, but people still even fight with 
that; even though it’s an “official” site. 

Everyone attaches strongly to their own 
interpretations. One of my favorite stories: I 
was flying to Los Angeles for some meeting, 
and the flight attendant comes over and he 
says, “Are you the Fight Club guy?” And I say 
“Yes,” and he says, “Tell me the truth. The 
truth. That movie is really about gay guys' 
doing each other in front of each other, right? 
It’s a bath house movie.” And all I could think 
to say was, “Just don’t tell anyone, okay?” He 
was so happy, he was just gloriously happy. 1 

Why pop people’s bubbles and say they’re 
wrong? If you tell them they’re right, they’re 
attached to that thing for the rest of their lives. 


Did you have anything to do with Lullaby's 
unusual cover? 

No. 

Do you like it? 

I love it. I just wanted to stay away and let 
people surprise me. I wanted to see somebody 
else’s interpretation. Like with the movie, I 
don’t want anything to do with a movie adap¬ 
tation. I just want to sort of step back and see 
what somebody else will do with it. 

Really? That’s very unusual. 

Well, it’s like the bath house story... Nobody 
wants to do a shitty job (on a movie). I want 
to see somebody else do their best with my 
story. 

Were you happy with the movie Fight Club ? 

Yeah, they did a beautiful job. 

I think so too, but you’re the writer; I 
would expect you’d be more proprietary. 

Well, what the hell, you can’t control 
everything. I’m a control freak about 
what’s inside those covers; I’ll fight to the 
death... but once it’s printed... 

What kind of music do you listen to, 
since you are the rock’n’roll writer. 

I thought Irvine Welsh was... Fight 
Club was pretty much just Nine Inch 
Nails’ The Downward Spiral. I feel like 
Nine Inch Nails and Radiohead express 
some aspects of myself that I’m too much 
of a coward to express. There are certain 
writers, like Denis Johnson, express things 
I’m too much of a coward to express. And 
when people do that, I have to admire 
them. They say some things that I’m not 
sure if I could ever say. I might say them 
funny , but I couldn’t say them nearly as 
poignantly. 

Can you give an example? 

Denis Johnson’s collection of short sto¬ 
ries called Jesus' Son has always been one 
of my favorites. He’s got characters doing 
things that are so despicable, but also so 
honest. There’s a short story called Dirty 
Wedding in which the narrator takes his 
girlfriend Michelle in for an abortion. 

The nurse comes to the waiting room and 
says “Michelle is fine now.” He says, “Is 
she dead?” The nurse says “No, why do 
you ask? Why do you say that?” And he 
says “I kinda wish she was.” 

Oh! 

See?! It’s like a slap across the face. It really 
acknowledges our tendency to be drawn to 
death as a resolution. But it makes your char¬ 
acter unsympathetic for a moment, and that’s 
more than most writers are willing to do. 

You had some of that in Lullaby, the thing 
about death as redemption. 

Right. I think that’s what Karl Marx wrote 
about. The idea of paying a price that will 
redeem you and bring you back to the commu¬ 
nity of mankind, not just a here-and-now 
mankind, but a sort of universal, for-all-time 
mankind. @ 

Read the entire interview (this is about half) at 
www.lollipop.com 
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"The music business may be reeling, 
but the musicians are still rocking... 
South by Southwest...has become the 
standard by which popular music 
conventions are judged." 

-United Press International 


SOUTH BY SOUTHWEST® 

MUSIC + MEDIA CONFERENCE 


MARCH 12-16, 2003 
AUSTIN TEXAS 


SXSW Music celebrates its 17th edition, 
with hundreds of musical acts from around 
the globe every evening for five nights. 

By day, conference registrants will visit 
the Trade Show in the Ballroom of the Austin 
Convention Center plus hear informative, 
provocative panel discussions featuring 
hundreds of speakers of international stature. 

Register now and save. 

REGISTRATION DEADLINES: 

FEBRUARY 7 - $475 RATE 
WALKUP RATE - $525 RATE 

SXSW HEADQUARTERS 
PO BOX 4999 • AUSTIN TX 78765 
512/467-7979 • FAX: 512/451-0754 
E-MAIL: SXSW@SXSW.COM 
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THE 

BEAST 

PAUL DI’ANNO (JOHN BLAKE PUBLISHING) 

Bloody 5 ell... If you ever wondered why the incor¬ 
rigible Paul Di’Anno broke noses with Iron Maiden 
way back in the dark ages, you’ll understand all too 
well after reading the mans explosive, violent, funny, 
daft, shag-worthy, and - if you can read between the 
long white lines and are of a forgiving and optimistic 
nature - charming storyteller’s biog of this cad for the 
ages. Suitably penned, and professionally produced 
for a top-notch crime book publisher, The Beast finds 
Di’Anno providing a jaw-dropping oral history to 
journalist Dale Webb, who must’ve been shaking in his 
boots while gathering these incredibly brutish recollec¬ 
tions from this man mountain for which singing, writ¬ 
ing, and indeed working (although he says some 
insightful things about playing live) seemed to be an 
annoying means to an end, the end being that of his 
flying ham-fist or the shaggable caboose of any bird 
knocking on his hotel door with a dance and a drug in 

mind. 

Dirtier than 
The Dirt , 
with less 
happy glam, 
less dosh to 
go around, 
and more 
busted chops, 
this page- 
turner of a 
book docu¬ 
ments with 
effortless 
flow and 
continual 
suspense, a 
stomach- 
churner of a 
life, Di’Anno 

simultaneously frightening and, as I say, charming the 
reader with his affable attitude, natural raconteuring 
skills, refreshing, no-holds-barred honesty, and above 
all, his hilariously British turns of phrase which make 
him out as an Austin Powers with an Uzi, a shiv, and a 
wicked, Jack-fueled temper. 

The oddest part about this thing is how the music 
takes a back seat to the squalid punch-outs and all- 
night binges, Di’Anno, East Ender ’til the end, break¬ 
ing no bones about himself being an “artist,” amusing¬ 
ly self-deprecating his way through situations that 
would equally make Zeppelin, Moon The Loon, or any 
East L.A. gangbanger drop a load in their boots. And 
speaking of boots, here comes one on the end of Paul’s 
leg. Woah. That’s gotta hurt. Could’ve used a bit 
more about Maiden, this being the time and place to 
get Paul’s view on things, but y’know, I’d be willing to 
bet that Paul simply didn’t want to bore us. 
(www.pauldianno.com ) 

MARTIN POPOFF 



FROM GRAND 
FUNK TO GRACE: 

THE AUTHORIZED BIOGRAPHY OF MARK FARNER 

BY KRISTOFER ENGELHARDT (COLLECTOR’S GUIDE) 

An authorized bio of the Christ-centric Farner by a Christ-centric friend. Once 
you get past that hurdle, it yields a ton of facts, an immense discography, and more 
proof that getting signed to a recording contract by a major is like dealing with ven¬ 
ture capitalists. You were this musical entity, now, all of a sudden, you’re a possible 
profit center. Not that indie/farmclub level labels are more moral, they just don’t have 
the resources to either apply or not to the business profit center you represent. Or to 
crush other options by sheer legal/professional weight. All in all, From Grand Funk To 
Grace is written with too much “Gee whiz! Golly me!” tone, but really the informa¬ 
tion’s there, even if it’s been scrubbed and buffed. I suppose the Behind the Music 
luridness potential has more or less been removed with facts presented modestly... I 
mean, I wanna know about all those chiquitas in Omaha etc., not couched in “some 
adventures on the road” terminology. The book comes with a disc of Farner’s new 
music: Nothing much there, but not terrible. But let’s face it, no one listened to Grand 
Funk for lyrical content, messages, or guidance. And if you did, well, good luck to you, 
buck-o. A nice thing about this book’s slant is you don’t get the wistful mock remorse 
and excuses so many coke-choked old timers trot out as “it was the times.” 

(Box 62034 , Burlington , Ontario, L7R 4K2, Canada, www.cgpublishing.com) 

CRAIG REGALA 

BY RICHARD MOORE (NBM PUBLISHING) 

Add a few hot hints at sex, forked-tongued jabs at politics, and a recently-dumped, 
superego-heavy protagonist to your favorite Saturday morning cartoon... and make 
the cutest characters undead. You’d have Richard Moore’s Boneyard , a comic about 
the cuddly-faced demons, soft-hearted haunts, and wisecracking wraiths who popu¬ 
late the local cemetery. The art - cartoony and big-eyed, with just a few inflata- 
boobed demonesses - has surprisingly realistically-proportioned heroes, including 
Michael Paris, a big-nosed bachelor whose 
body is often intriguingly half-nude, lightly 
muscular, and skinny in that 

Q sexy boy way, and vampire girl 
Abbey, who features a shock¬ 
ingly sculpted caboose and 
perky, barely-there-but-boy- 
you-wanna-see-’em breasts. 

There are some great scenes 
(getting drunk at a cemetery 
nudie bar with monsters) and 
clever quips (the mayor, 
revealing himself as Satan, 
says, “All the signs were there! 

The minutes of the town 
council were written in blood , 
for godsake! I use the words 
‘in praise of evil’ an average of 
47 times in every speech!... I 

sponsor the local chapter of the Young Republicans!”), but there’s 
also too much cartoony back-and-forth dialogue that drags down the 
plot. It’s refreshing that the comic isn’t overridden with sex, but - 
maybe I’m just pent up here - I can’t help hoping somebody’s clothes 
will get torn off. And soon. C’mon, just one kiss? A feel? Anything? 
As Sid the skeleton might say, “We’re dyin out here!” 

Ahem. 

There’s something very sexy about Boneyard , and with fun, sharp 
illustrations and clever characters, it keeps me giggling and turning 
pages. But it still needs to go a little bit deeper and faster to really 
keep this bloodsucker satisfied. 

(www. nbmpublishing. com ) 

JAMIE KIFFEL 
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EATEN ALIVE! 

BY JAY SLATER (PLEXUS PUBLISHING) 

Whenever I see an Academy Awards show, I always feel they 
are neglecting one very important and influential genre: the 
Italian cannibal and zombie film. How can you not recognize 
the likes of Cannibal Holocaust y Dawn of the Dead , and The 
Gates of Helll I know that I’m not alone in trumpeting the 
joyousness of those downright sleazy gorefests. Luckily, Jay 
Slater is on the scene with his new book, a comprehensive guide 
to spaghetti splatter in its purest form: The form that looks you 
in the eye as it greedily gnoshes on your large intestine and then 
pukes it up and slips on it. Ahh... those Italians can bring a tear 
to your eye. 

Firstly, there would be a redundancy issue in the numerous 
film reviews if Slater penned the entire collection himself. Once 
he establishes his point of view and opinion of the genre, do we 
really need to read all 256 pages of it? Probably not. To combat 
this potential problem, Slater had the insight to incorporate 
submissions and reviews from a variety of well-versed horror 
buffs. Here you’ll find hilarious contributions from the likes of 
David Schow (splatter author and screenwriter of The Crow), Jim 
Van Bebber (cutting-edge director of Deadbeat at Dawn), Ramsey 
Campbell (noted novelist), Lloyd Kaufman (the nutty president 
of Troma Films), and others. 

Secondly, Slater went through a good deal of effort to secure 
loads of rare photos from a full range of cannibal and zombie 
classics. Most of the pictures are black 8c white, but several rare 
posters are in glorious color. Warning: Do not leave this book 
out in the kitchen like I did, whether you have kids or not. Not 
only are the photos disgusting, they’re often very naughty with 

full frontal nudity and sex 
mixed with the 
bloodletting. For example, 
your unsuspecting Aunt 
Gertie could flip open to 
page 157 to see a homely 
zombie-kid biting off his 
mother’s breast, or to page 
162 to see a guy with most 
of his penis hacked off by a 
machete. Actually, there 
aren’t too many safe pages 
as the photos are 
generously interspersed 
throughout. 

As for the reviews and 
interviews, you’ll find every 
zombie/cannibal film from 
the mainstream to the obscure. I’m not proud to say that I’ve 
seen virtually all of them, and some of them are on my all-time 
favorites list. If you’re familiar with the likes of Dario Argento or 
Lucio Fulci, now is your chance to get introduced to other like- 
minded but even sicker Italian directors like Umberto Lenzi and 
Ruggero Deodato. Chances are you’ll read about several films 
you’ve never heard of, but will want to seek out. Some are still 
pretty tough to find, but with the wave of rare films out on DVD, 
you should have some luck. You can now get previously 
unreleased gore like Zombie 4: After Death or Burial Ground 
uncut in mint quality for under $15. Armed with a few bucks, a 
DVD player, and your copy of Eaten Alive!, you should have 
everything you need to become an Italian cannibal connoisseur. 
(www.plexusbooks.com ) 

JOHN BIKOWSKI 


BY NICK MCDONELL (GROVE PRESS) 

I admit it, I picked this book up because it’s about people like 
ME. I knew I would “get it.” Not too challenging; maybe just a 
little smarter, a little nastier, than your usual summer reading but 
essentially just the New York City version of a beach book. 

And I’m a marketing victim. I’d heard the author was 17 
when he wrote the book, apparently went to one of the snippy 
NY private high schools I attended briefly myself, is rumored to 
have gotten the book deal through his bigshot editor father, and 
has blurbs from no less than Joan Didion and Hunter S. 

Thompson on the cover. Can you say, “well connected?” And lest 
I forget to mention it, he’s not bad looking either. Of course, I 
wanted to enjoy the book for the piece of crap I figured it would 
be and then have the authority to write the guy off. 

But I don’t want to. He’s good. He’s right on the money, 
capturing the feeling of being an upper-middle or upper-class 
private school kid with no actual physical needs and no pressing 
emotion about much of anything (except, maybe, if you’re 
unlucky enough, “Twelve.” But I’ll let you read the book to find out what that 
is). The emptiness is palpable, almost like the story is scrawled around a 
hollow cylinder (what was the name of that book that was written without 
using any e’s?). McDonell doesn’t ask you to sympathize or even understand 
these people, really, he just kinda sticks you in a room with them and lets you 
watch. And squirm. And like any good train-wreck story, you know something 
awful is coming but you can’t look away. 

It’d be easy enough to look down on McDonell’s characters, but it’s also easy 
enough to see how they got where they are: Nobody gives a shit about them. Not 
their busy, jet-setting parents, not their selfish, opportunistic friends, brothers, 
and sisters, and not really themselves. They’ll do anything to feel something. 

The protagonist, White Mike, isn’t much better than the others; he’s just 
slightly better. He cares enough to not take the drugs he deals. He cares 
enough to put a friend in a taxi when he’s tripping his brains out. He cares 
enough to have some vague notion that he ought to care more. Not much, 
mind you, but just enough that you can sort of root for him. 

So what happens? A lot of events that, although you can see how everything 
has led up to them, don’t make any sense, because there’s no real justice in this 
world. Minor infractions lead to successively worse consequences, until, at the 
end, all of the unfortunate threads culminate in one really awful thing. 

But, then, you knew they would. And McDonell doesn’t let you down. 

AMANDA NASH 

GOTH CHIC 

A CONNOISSEUR’S GUIDE TO DARK CULTURE 
BY GAVIN BADDELEY (PLEXUS PUBLISHING) 

Hey! I see you poking fun at that pale Goth girl with black lipstick, and mocking 
her fey male counterpart in the rubber pants. Stop being so mean. If you’re a 
metalhead, death doomer, stoner, or horror punker, you may have more Goth in 
you than you d care to admit. Gavin Baddeley’s easy-to-read guide sketches out the 
history of this voluptuously gloomy subculture. He starts with the original Goths - 
a tribe of Germanic barbarians who swept into Western Europe in the fourth 
century - and brings the story up to the present: Today’s Goths are multicolored, 
hair-extensioned cuties decked out in fetish wear, dancing to ethereal, electro¬ 
industrial music like butterflies with damaged wings. 

Although your typical headbanger might deny his or her Goth side, Baddely 
shows that metalheads and other lovers of the loud and brutal share many 
influences with Goths. Basically, we’re all descended from vampire flicks, TheX- 
Files, and H.P. Lovecraft books. We’re all tribes of the same deviant breed - Gothic. 
Gothic Chic wallows in everything sumptuously heathenish and debauched in 
literature, art, fashion, cinema, and music. 

This book pried my eyes open to a world I was too stuck up to take note of. I 
might be a death metal momma, but I am hands down a Goth girl, too. 

(www. plexusbooks. com ) 

PIASCHACHTER 
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HOW I AVOIDED SUMMER CAMP DEPT. 

One way out of being shipped off to summer 
camp by Papa is to exceed the age of 28. Since I had 
accomplished that with no problem, the next solu¬ 
tion was to go overseas for a couple weeks. I spent 
two weeks in England and had a memorable time. 
For one thing, I got up to the North Sea to visit 
British illustrator, Bryan Talbot. 

Bryan is an artist who graduated from the British 
answer to American underground comics and went 
on to illustrate some very forceful, highly-awarded 
illustrated books and graphic novels such as his 
Adventures of Luther Arkwright and One Bad Rat, 
both garnering international acclaim and awards. 

Currently, Bryan is putting together a story for 
Fables #11 titled Bag of Bones, a U.S. Civil War era 
story. This will be published by DC/Vertigo around 
March 2003. It’ll feature 22 pages by Bryan and will 
be rather reminiscent of a dark Gone with the Wind. 
It tells the story of an Army deserter who captures 
the Devil, a pig, and a couple of hens in a gunny 
sack. I saw the first few pages and it’s riveting work 
(how did Bryan ever know that PBS would re-run 
the famous Ken Burns Civil War saga in September 
2002 ?). 

From there, it was down to Birmingham to catch 
up with Hunt Emerson, another successful ex¬ 
underground artist who has a lot of explosively 
funny material available from Knockabout (10 
Acklam Road, London W105QZ UK). Hunt says 
that Knockabout will have the Firkin book out any 
day. This 144 pages of his character Firkin, 50% in 
color. Hunt is also at work on Firkin and 
Phenomenocomix. You can visit Hunt’s website at 
www.largecow.demon.co.uk (please note that the 
title illustration for this month’s article is done by 
Hunt Emerson). 

The owner of Knockabout Publishing, Tony 
Bennett (don’t start) is one of the brighter, more 
capable editors in the business alongside Ron 
Turner of Last Gasp, Denis Kitchen of the late 
Kitchen Sink, and the Fantagraphics gang. These 
are people - so very few - who can look at a hand¬ 
ful of pages, spot the crap from the brilliant, rec¬ 
ommend minor strengthening suggestions, and lay 
out a graphic book product that will grab, excite, 
and sell. 

Tony has been doing it for years, in early years 
balancing U.S. contributors like Robert Crumb, 
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Spain, and Gilbert Shelton with British luminaries 
like Emerson and Talbot. His current strong title is 
The Best of the Fabulous Furry Freak Brothers, which 
is sort of Cheech and Chong go to comix. The 
Freak Bros, ran for years, from the late ’60s through 
the ’90s, although they fell back on reprints largely 
because the creator, Gilbert Shelton, moved to 
Spain. Tony, who knows all these guys, organized 
the truly best reprint of the Freak Bros, ever, and it’s 
currently available through Knockabout. It’s done, 
however, in conjunction with Rip-Off Press, which 
published the bulk of the Stateside Freak Brothers. 
This is a massive piece, and while the majority of it 
is in black 8c white, there are 32 (!) pages of color 
reproductions of their covers and sensational 
posters. Is it worth $32.95? Shit, yes. 

According to underground artist/illustrator 
Spain, he and Justin Green will have a weekly car¬ 
toon strip running in the L.A. Weekly. Justin Green 
is sort of the grandfather of autobiographical 
comics who seems to be everywhere as an accepted 
venue. For example, Top Shelf has a new title, called 
Double Cross - More or Less which does a great job 
of telling an autobiographical tale of a young man 
who nearly gets cheated out of the three thousand 
dollars he invested in getting his comic book print¬ 
ed. It’s by newcomer Tony Consiglio and the comic 
goes for $4.95 from Top Shelf (PO Box 1282 
Marietta, GA 30061). 

But then, Top Shelf owns a certain niche of 
independent one-of-a-kind titles. Just to rattle off 
some of the most immediate items there are: Happy 
#2 at $3.50; Land ofO at $3.95, Egomania, Trenches 
at $15.95, After the Shooter at $14.95, What a Long 
Strange Trip it’s Been at $12.95 (and very funny), 
Creature Tech at $14.95, and Three Fingers at $14.95. 
A rich, unique experience. 

On a rainy late September evening, I trundled 
over to Wordsworth’s in Harvard Square to catch 
two terrific illustrators, Dan Clowes of Eighth all 
fame and Kim Deitch, a brilliant underground 
comics artist. Kim has a terrific new book out 
from Pantheon books titled Boulevard of Broken 
Dreams ($17 at Wordsworth). I foolishly thought 
that I’d get a chance to meet these guys. Moronic. 
There were almost a hundred people in atten¬ 
dance, and after their presentation and the subse¬ 
quent Q & A period, you’d get in line to buy their 
book and then get into a second line to try and get 
your books signed. I decided to wait and try it by 
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mail. The question period was interesting, 
but can you believe that someone asked them 
where they get their ideas from? The answer, 
a no-brainer from Dan Clowes, was “every¬ 
where” 

I haven’t seen the product yet, but I 
ordered from Eureka Productions 
(www.graphicclassics.com) two of their three 
featured titles. One is a collection of stories 
by Edgar Allan Poe illustrated by Maxon 
Crumb (you-know-who’s way-crazed broth¬ 
er), Spain, Rick Geary, and others ($8 plus 
shipping for 136 pages of black & white with 
color cover). The other is a collection of 
interpretations of nine H.G. Wells stories fea¬ 
turing interpretations by Skip Williamson, 
Sherry Flenniken, and others. It’s going to 
cost me a modest $20 for both comics, which 
sounds about right. 

Fantagraphics (www.fantagraphics.com) is 
announcing a couple of interesting titles that 
don’t seem to be quite ready yet but should be 
by the time this sees print. One is Beg the 
Question , a collection of their comic book line 
Minimum Wage by Bob Fingerman, a line of 
semi-autobiographical stories about Rob and 
Sylvia, two realistic 20-somethings from 
Brooklyn. This was/is (?) a great series with a 
lot of humor and warmth. This particular 
portrayal will be 240 pages of Minimum Wage 
reprinting with over 40 new pages with a sub¬ 


stantial amount of revision and re-drawing. 
The ad says $24.95/$ 17.95 Canada, but I’d 
imagine it’s the other way around. 

Their other book of note is Rebel Vision: 
The Underground Comix Revolution 1963- 
1975 by Patrick Rosenkranz for $34.95. Mr. 
Rosenkranz did a book about underground 
comix many years ago, and I would’ve 
guessed at the time that it was an extension 
of some Master’s thesis somewhere. It was a 
bit stiff to read, but his facts seemed to be 
overall straight, his observations were on the 
money, and the illustrations were stupen¬ 
dous. I’m going to give this some serious 
consideration, but I’d guess that it will appeal 
to about three of our readers. 

Of more likely appeal is something that I’d 
consider a tad more mainstream. I ran into 
the title in England, but since it’s Marvel’s 
Spider-Mans Tangled Web , I’d be surprised if 
it’s not readily available here in the States. 
Now, I don’t usually respond to comic books 
about caped superheroes, but this one is a ter¬ 
rific piece of full-color action. Especially 
engaging are the pencils of John McCrea, who 
sets all the action with a film editor’s point of 
view. Great stuff. And all this color for 
$15.95? It’d be hard to beat unless many of 
these standard comic books are starting to 
grow into bright, provocative items. Ya think 
(naa-ah, can’t be, right?)? @ 


WWW.JAKPRINTS.COM |ff1 (4401 942-6 3 24 


Feel free to fax, call or e-mail for custom quotes, contract printing or to receive quantity discounts. Fax# (440) 942-6349 
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BY TIM DEN 



tonv hawk 


The Michael Jordan of skateboarding, 
Tony Hawk can now add one more 
accomplishment to his ridiculously-long 
list of groundbreaking firsts. Unsatisfied 
with the limited “live show” capabilities of 
skateboarding exhibitions, he's organized 
an arena tour of the sport’s finest and 
rock’s most muscular in a road show he 
calls Boom Boom HuckJam. On this tour, 
skateboarding will not play second string 
to pre-pubescent punk rock wannabes 
(cough [Warped Tour] cough). They’ll be 
the choreographed, graceful, awe-inspiring 
daredevils straight outta Hawk’s imagina¬ 
tion. Is the world ready for arena skate¬ 
boarding? Let’s ask the man himself. 


What’s on Tony Hawk’s itinerary for today? 

Skating, doing a photo shoot in a pool near 
San Diego. 

Do you have time to just skate for fun 7 . 

I kept hearing about this pool... someone 
invited me (to skate it), and even though they’re 
taking photos, I just wanted to skate it. I try to 
skate as much as I can, just for the fun of it. 

And how long do your rims usually last? 

Usually a couple of hours. 

After all these years of being at the top of the 
sport, do people expect you to push the envelop 
further every time you hop on a board? 

I suppose, but my motivation is to just keep 
challenging myself. I’m not concerned with 
what people are thinking or how I compare to 
everyone else. I just set goals for myself and fol¬ 
low those. 

What are the goals for Boom Boom HuckJam? 

To take traditional exhibitions and demon¬ 
strations to the next level. Be in arenas for big 
crowds, choreograph somewhat of a show 
instead of just skating for an hour and seeing 
what happens. We’re gonna have set routines, as 
well as sessions in the event that are more of a 
free-for-all, straight-up (runs). 

Who’re you bringing with you? 

We’ve got a whole crew. Skaters, we’ve got 
Bucky Lasek, Andy McDonald, Lincoln Ueda... 
BMXers, we’ve got Matt Hoffman, Dave Mirra, 
Kevin Robinson, John Parker... Motorcross, 
we’ve got Carey Hart, Clifford Adoptante, 

Dustin Miller, Ronnie Faisst... a great line-up. 
How long is the show going to run, with so 
many athletes and events? 

An hour and-a-half to two hours. That 
includes a band, too. 

Which bands? 

The Offspring did the first show, but I don’t 
think they’re gonna be on the tour. We’re gonna 
change up the bands every week (on tour), so 
every region will have a different band. Some of 
the confirmed are Pennywise, CKY, Face to Face, 
and Devo. 


What initially gave you the idea to do a tour 
like this? 

I always had the feeling that touring skate 
parks and doing exhibitions (in the usual loca¬ 
tions) could only go so far, because they didn’t 
have the capacity to hold the crowds that were 
showing up. The next level would be to do are¬ 
nas, where thousands of people can attend and 
we can create our own skate park. 

It seems like Boom Boom HuckJam is arriving 
at the perfect time, what with all the main¬ 
stream attention on “extreme sports”... 

Yeah, it has been a strange ride these last few 
years. It became so publicly accepted and 
embraced, as opposed to a curiosity. 


// I THINK ALL OF US FEEL 
■■ LIKE WE DON’T WANT 
TO BE OUT THERE JUST FOR 
THE SAKE OF TRADITION. 

WE ONLY WANT TO DO IT IF 
WE’RE AT THE TOP OF 

OUR GAME. 77 


Why do you think that is? It’d be one thing if it 
was a gradual build-up, but it seems like it just 
exploded when ESPN started showing contests 
and exhibitions... 

I think it’s a lot of different factors. Positive 
TV coverage, the onset of our sport as a video 
game genre, the rise of public skate parks all 
over the country... The accessibility is a big issue 
now, too. Before, even if you had the desire to 
skate, you just couldn’t find the places to do it. 
Do you still see signs on the streets that say “no 
skateboarding”? 

Oh yeah, but luckily - for the most part - 
there are other places to go now. 

You once said that you never thought skate¬ 
boarding was going to be more than a hobby. 


When did you realize you were wrong? 

By the time I was a senior in high school, I 
was already making a pretty good living. I 
bought a house while I was still going to school. 
Everyone in my class was worried about where 
to go to college; I was already making more 
money than my teachers. 

What’s up with your old Powell Peralta team¬ 
mates? 

Lance (Mountain) started a company called 
The Firm; we distribute our stuff together. Steve 
(Caballero) still rides for Powell and does heavy 
promotional stuff with Vans. Mike (McGill) has 
a skate shop; he just licensed some stuff with 
Wal-Mart. Tommy (Guerrero) runs Real 
Skateboards, and he does a lot of music. 

None of them stuck with the sport’s spotlight 
and exhibitions like you, though. 

Cab(allero) goes on tour all the time, but he 
doesn’t compete anymore. But yeah, I don’t 
know... I just can’t quit. 

Why do you think they “quit?” 

Uh, I don’t know... Maybe they felt like they 
weren’t improving enough to justify the compe¬ 
titions? I think all of us feel like we don’t want 
to be out there just for the sake of tradition. We 
only want to do it if we’re at the top of our 
game. I don’t compete anymore; I didn’t want 
to keep following that schedule, worrying about 
my placing. I want to skate for fun and not 
think about my standings. 

It seems like none of the other (just as amaz¬ 
ing) skaters hold your kind of status in the 
minds of the fans. The crowds would proba¬ 
bly want you to keep skating, even if it’s just 
for the sake of tradition. 

Even though I haven’t competed since ’99, 
I’m still out there doing a lot of exhibitions 
and projects. In that respect, I’ll keep skating 
until I feel I’m not getting any better. I don’t 
have any plans to bow out of those types of 
shows any time soon. ® 

(www.boomboomhuckjam.com, 
www. tonyhawk. com ) 
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The official compilation of Obey Giant, featuring 
20 artists from around the world, and a bonus 
CD-rom, complete with interactive packaging that 
will help renew your own surroundings. 

FIH015 CD $10 


split T EP coming soon 

gaBHIBIffTO 

BOTTOMS UP! CD coming soon 
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VIDEO GROTES 


SLY COOPER 

AND THE THIEVIUS RACCOONUS 

(PLAYSTATION FOR PS2) 

The world of platform games has a seemingly endless supply of wise¬ 
cracking main characters, nearly all of them being one form of animal or 
another (discounting the pasta-eating humans, of course). Whether we have 
bandicoots, cats, or dragons, each tends to get lost in the crowd of attitude- 
slinging, Gen-X style mascots that are so prolific in this day and age. 

Enter Sly Cooper. Yes, he’s another animal (a raccoon). Yes, he’s cool and 
has a little attitude to spare. But he and his game aren’t the stereotypical 
platform fare we’ve come to expect. 

Throughout history, the Cooper family were known as phenomenal thieves, 
making the most daring heists of their day. They passed down their thieving 
techniques in a book known as The Thievius Raccoonus - a compendium of 
tricks to help make stealing an easier and more rewarding experience. They 
never stole from innocent people, that would be dishonorable and unchalleng¬ 
ing. What greater trial, then, existed beyond thieving from master criminals? 

Of course, this tends to piss off said master criminals and a few plotted 
revenge on the Cooper family. When Sly’s father was preparing to hand 
down the book, they disposed of Sly’s father and tore the book into five 
pieces, taking them to all the corners of the earth. Your mission? Get the 
book back and restore the name of your family. 

As platform stories go, this is pretty intense. Each stage brings to life the 
next chapter in the story seamlessly and keeps you motivated to continue. 

The game’s comic-book style narrations are delivered like a hard-boiled 
detective novel. 

The game itself follows these two-dimensional elements by using a cel- 
shading technique on the graphics. It looks and plays like a three-dimension¬ 
al cartoon: meaning it’s gorgeous. Animations are natural and smooth, levels 
are highly-detailed and well-designed, and even the enemies are worth look¬ 
ing at (giant squid guards in overalls, anyone?). 

Of course, if there isn’t gameplay, even the best graphics in the world 
mean squat. And Sly Cooper delivers on that score as well. The puzzles and 
challenges are never too hard to be frustrating, yet never too easy either. You 
have a roster of excellent moves you earn as you continue on your quest, and 
for those who like collecting secrets and treasure, this game has it in spades. 

As you continue on your way, you will be constantly reminded of moves, 
abilities, and objects from your pals back at your base (a near-sighted braini- 
ac of a turtle and a big fat hippo). Your conversations make up half the fun 
as they quibble and argue over finer points of each level as you’re doing 
them. It’s a refreshing and fun way to learn about each mission. 

My few gripes about the game are small but must be noted. First, it’s far 
too short and quite easy. I doubt this was intended for twenty-somethings 
that’ve played their share of Sonics and Marios. The learning curve seems 
tailored to sixth graders. Couple that with an infinite number of lives and 

the sense of danger just isn’t there. The 
plus side is that this promotes exploration, 
and that’s always a good thing. The other 
is the camera. Although you can control 
much of its movement, it can get stuck in 
odd places making it very difficult to see 
what you’re doing. 

Overall, Sly Cooper and the Thievius 
Raccoonus is fun, and the good far out¬ 
weighs the bad. There’s an innate sense of 
fun and adventure here that’s missing in 
today’s world of “extreme” games and vio¬ 
lent action. The world of our thieving 
raccoon is alive and thrilling, but the trip 
is too short. My final verdict? This game 
rates twelve lobsters. 

ERIC CHON 
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(ACTIVISION FOR 
THE PC) 

Americans digest 
mass amounts of 
electronic entertain¬ 
ment in which get¬ 
ting shot is a relative¬ 
ly neat affair, dying a 
quick thing, and any¬ 
thing more than a 
pint of blood is a 
shocking sight bor¬ 
dering on the porno¬ 
graphic. Of course, 
there are films such 
as Robocop or Saving 
Private Ryan , and 

video games like Soldier of Fortune that provide those 
rare moments of realization where it becomes clear just 
how sanitized and cartoon-like our usual intake of vio¬ 
lent entertainment is. Despite it being a rip-roaring 
first-person shooter, it’s the shocking catalogue of 
potential injuries that will remain in most people’s 
minds after they take Soldier of Fortune 2 for a test 
drive. 

The game boasts 16 potential types of dismember¬ 
ment. The result is an action game with the most realis¬ 
tic array of injuries on the market. Far from a cheap 
voyeuristic gimmick or pornography for potential psy¬ 
chopaths, the gory ballistic accuracy of Soldier of Fortune 
2 actually makes it a much better game. Primarily 
because the enemies react appropriately to being shot 
and shot at. Guns can be dropped, limping enemies 
scurry for cover, and a single, properly-placed shot will 
put a man down faster than a television tossed off a 
hotel room balcony. Any trace of moral ambiguity is 
properly squelched early in the game. The bad guys 
aren’t generic thugs, they’re first-rate terrorist assholes 
with a biologically-engineered plague. It’s a square- 
jawed, all-American crusade with Vietnam veteran, mer¬ 
cenary, and Soldier of Fortune magazine founder John 
Mullins and his mustache cast as the savior of the mod¬ 
ern world. 

The original Soldier of Fortune came out three years 
ago. The game boiled down to a spectacular series of 
white-knuckle firefights. It had the visceral punch, that 
particular je ne sais quoi that makes first-person shooters 
addictive and great, but it also featured astonishingly 
poor artificial intelligence that ruined what should’ve 
been a great mindless action game. Three years later, it’s 
clear that the designers of Soldier of Fortune 2 have 
learned from their past failures. The artificial intelli¬ 
gence is now excellent; evasive, sneaky, and eager to flush 
you into sight with grenades. Although it takes three or 
four levels to realize it, this is the best possible type of 
sequel, one which retains everything good about the 
original while fixing precisely what kept it’s predecessor 
from being great. 

The multi-player mode is excellent, and besides the 
basic single-player game, there’s an ambitious random 
mission generator. It’s a little too random and is unable 
to generate convincing maps on the fly, but it’s a quick 
way to blow off some steam if you’re stuck in the 55 lev¬ 
els of the campaign. It’s well worth checking out. 
(www.activision.com ) 

ERIC JOHNSON 
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VIDEO/DVD 


_ 


HITCH-HIKE 


(ANCHOR BAY) 

When I was too young to legally see it, I 
watched a friendly little film called Last 
House on the Left. That infamous and grungy 
rape and revenge flick certainly left its mark 
on my psyche. One of the most memorable 
psychos from that film was Krug, played by a 
maniacally powerful David Hess. This ’fro- 
sportin’ loony was at ease only when tortur¬ 
ing and maiming innocent folk, and some¬ 
thing in his manner was more frightening 
than Jason and Michael Myers. Years later, I 
saw House on the Edge of the Park and there 
was David Hess again, playing another mean- 
spirited, pissed-off nut with a straight-razor. 
Something about this dude weirds the piss 
out of me. 

When I finally met him face-to-face, it 
was pretty surreal. I ran into him at a ’70s 
show and I was able to hit him with a few 
questions. I asked him what his mother 
thought of him raping and defiling all the 
women in his movies. When he got done 
laughing, he explained what a huge problem 
Last House was for his personal life. For a 
while, he couldn’t even ride the subway with¬ 
out people switching trains to escape him. 
Then he told me how he was planning to 
release the soundtrack CD from Last House. 

I didn’t realize it, but he has a degree in 
music and he wrote and performed all the 
tunes for the film. Quality 
stuff too, with lyrics like 
“Leaves turning... some of 
the leaves are turning 
brown... coming together 
you... gathering cherries off 
of the ground.” Classically 
inane prose like that made 
me murmur “Yes” when he 
asked if I’d like to throw 
him a couple of bucks as a 
down-payment for the disc. 

I was really thinking, “You 
can have my wallet and my 
shoes, just please don’t slash 
my jugular.” 

After a few months, I 
realized I didn’t have the CD 
and I had no way of con¬ 
tacting Hess. I went to another convention 
in New York and heard he was up in one of 
the suites, so my pal and I went on a search. 
Then I heard, “Hey! There you are! I was 
hoping you would show up.” It was Hess and 
my blood ran cold. Was he going to com¬ 
mand me to pee my pants? Was he going to 
rape my friend Mark while I whimpered? 

No, he merely wanted to give me the CD he 
owed me. Believe it or not, he’s quite the 
respectable guy, with a good memory to 
boot. 


While chatting, Hess mentioned a film I’d 
never heard of called Hitch-hike. He said 
that it was another of his demented criminal 
roles that made him infamous. I, of course, 
had to have it. But like many a great film, it 
was nowhere to be had in this country, unless 
you wanted someone’s seventh-generation 
bootleg. I decided to wait, and now Anchor 
Bay has answered my prayers. The recent 
DVD release of this 1978 highly-entertaining 
film is uncut, unflinching, and in beautiful 
(1.85:1) widescreen quality. Apart from the 
theatrical trailer, you also get The Devil 
Thumbs a Ride , a short featurette that 
includes insightful interviews with stars 
Fanco Nero, Corrine Clery, and David Hess. 
These are great interviews that address all the 
sex and violence. They talk about a real 
damage-inflicting fistfight and whether or 
not Hess was really supposed to sex Corrine 
up on film. Funny stuff. 

In Hitch-hike , Nero and the amazingly- 
beautiful Clery are on a cross-country drive in 
their motor home when they come across Hess 
broken down on the side of the road. They 
stupidly pick him up, only to find that he is a 
psychotic, murdering bank robber who has a 
suitcase filled with a heap o’ cash. Once Hess 
pulls his gun and takes control, he learns all 
about Nero and Cleary’s bizarre sexual marital 
relationship. As they travel around like some 
sick three-ring circus, 
they enter into some 
sort of twisted mutual- 
needs relationship. 

Hess’ psychosis needs 
his victims, and the 
married couple seems to 
be subconsciously 
enjoying the death-defy¬ 
ing danger that he 
emanates. The real 
question always looms: 
Will Hess kill them or 
just use them and even¬ 
tually let them go? 
Meanwhile, they’re 
tailed by Hess’ other 
bank-robbing buddies 
and the cops. Lots of 

bloody shoot-outs and twists and turns ensue. 
Hess finally decides to take Nero’s wife into his 
own hands and makes love to her by the fire. 
Nero stares on with red hate-filled eyes as his 
wife is slowly violated. Without giving away 
the terrific plot-twists, Nero and his wife escape 
their fate temporarily, only to spiral into a very 
surprising and tragic ending. This is a great lit¬ 
tle film that you should watch more than once 
to pick up on the subtleties of the acting. 
(www.anchorbayentertainment.com) 

JOHN BIKOWSKI 



LIVE IN LONDON (SPV) 

Classy but bare bones, 
Judas Priest’s Live In 
. London DVD comes housed 

w in an oversized plastic 

w jewel case and includes a 

■ ■ professional 12-page book¬ 

let that restates the band's 
Ripper-branded years. 

Once inside the disc, all 
^ one gets is the live show 
plus a “Desert Plains” 
soundcheck, as well as 
some load-in/backstage 
footage, this stuff portrayed 
in pro-shot black and 
white. The concert, how¬ 
ever, is worthy testament to 
A Ripper's capabilities in a 

M live environment, the man 

^ unfortunately trapped in an 

era where the band has for- 
gotten how to write. 

Q However, we do get 

Demolition's best track, the 
Dio-dastardly “Feed On 

3 Me,” as well as “Hell Is 

Home,” also a decent and 
daring idea from that plod- 

_ ding album. The sound is 

perfect, the guitars afire, 

▼ Ripper executing his cool, 

ever-so-slightly rock-ironic stage moves, 
his effortless highs, his comfortable 
growls, looking the cogent cross between 
office supplies salesman and aging, thin¬ 
ning gangsta, only the opening track's sil¬ 
ver mirror long coat fitting badly on this 
stage presence maven. Fully 19 tracks 
are proffered, with five from the Ripper 
years, a ton of hits of unarguable genius, 
a notable no-show being “You’ve Got 
Another Thing Cornin',” which blows any¬ 
way. 

(www.spv.de) 

MARTIN POPOFF 
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OUT NOW! 



Think Iowa lays claim to the Midwest's heaviest, scariest band? Think again. St. Louis- 
area misanthropes Broke deliver that ferocity and menace without the freakshow schtick. 
The Missouri quintet's Rotten Records debut, blends equal parts hardcore tenacity, death 
metal depravity and industrial cacophony for a sonic Moiotov cocktail that will scorch 
your very soul. Be afraid. -Produced by Mike Sanchez (Acid Bath/Agents of Oblivion) 





IMIMIII 



WA RNING: “Double Live Bootleg" 
is not just a clever title. It is an 
authentic official bootleg in the 
truest sense of the word. 


ovr . \ 


ALSO 

AVAILABLE 



Acid Bath 
‘When The Kite 
String Pops” 
CD-2095-2 



Acid Bath 
“Paegan Terrorism 
Tactics” 
CD-3000-2 



COMING SOON: Vampire Mooose-Debut CD 


rottenrecords.com 


USA: SOUTHWEST WHOLESALE, CHOKE, SMASH!, CARGO, SOUND OF CA, TEMPERANCE 
AUSTRALIA: SHOCK CANADA: F>A>B> UK: PHD EUROPE: NORDIC METAL, SONIC RENDEZVOUS 



#60 LOLLIPOP MAGAZINE | 83 


























































< 


(DISNEY) 

Spirited Away is light years from the sing-songy, sugar- 
coated pabulum that one normally associates with “chil¬ 
dren’s” or “family” entertainment. This is for kids the way 
The Nightmare Before Christmas or Willy Wonka and the 
Chocolate Factory are for kids. It’s unsettling, challenging, 
epic and multi-layered. And it’s not from here. 

The film is (supposedly) the swan song for Japanese 
anime legend Hayao Miyazaki, and if he does end it here, 
he’s certainly going out with a bang. Spirited Away fol¬ 
lows Chihiro, a 10-year-old girl who, after 
watching her parents turn into giant pigs, 
finds herself in a hallucinatory world of 
talking frogs, animate charcoal, six-foot 
babies, and a small cluster of humans who can 
never return to the other world, since their names 
have been stolen by Yubaba, an unbelievably 
creepy witch who looks more like a shrunken head 
^ with legs than anything else. 

The film is a parable for post-Bubble-Economy 
Japan, wherein people sell their names for money, 
thinking cash can forgive all. In Spirited Away , if 
you don’t work, you vanish, and Chihiro ends up 
working in a bath house for ancient Gods from 
Japanese folklore to stay tangible, all the time hop- 

Q ing she can save her parents from becoming 
breakfast. 

If this sounds heavy for a kid’s film, it is. In 
_ fact, it wouldn’t surprise me if the subtext flies 
III right over most American adults’ heads. 

Fortunately, it’s unnecessary. The alternate world 
is one amazing, fantastical element after another, 
and the simple good/bad dynamic stands up just 
fine on its own. It’s possibly the deepest, eeriest, 
most unsettling yet life-affirming film of the year. 
If you thought animation was for children and 35- 
year-old virgins, Spirited Away will irrevocably 
BPH1H change your mind. Hunt it down (if you can. 

Distributor Disney seems to be burying it in favor 
_ of their own bland Treasure Planet.) Spirited 

Away is financially the single most successful 
movie in Japanese history, and while grosses rarely 
if ever find themselves in the same bed with quali- 
W ty, Spirited Away deserved every penny. 

j (www.spiritedaway.net) 

CHAD VAN WAGNER 



THE YOUNG 
ONES 



EVERY STOOPID EPISODE (BBC) 

Calling a TV show with a decent budget, produced 
by one of the largest networks in the world “punk” 
may well cause fits of rage in certain circles, but 
there’s really no other way to explain The Young Ones. 
Taking the standard of “mindless, directionless ener¬ 
gy” as its springboard, Rik Mayall, Lise Mayer, Ben 
Elton and Alexi Sayle wrote what was essentially a 
glue-sniffing Monty Python with a mohawk. 

If you’re unfamiliar, allow me to elucidate: The Young Ones was a 12-episode 
series that aired in the early ’80s on BBC, and was later rerun on MTV (among 
other places) once its well-deserved status as a “cult” show was established. 
Imagine Monty Python having a conniption fit. Now filter it through a Brit- 
punk-inspired episode of The Real World , and you have an idea of what’s going on 
here. It’s so insane that the musical guests (The Damned, Motorhead, and 
Madness, among others) are there for the audience to catch their breath as much 
as they are for tuneage. Imagine a show where Motorhead screaming through 
“Ace of Spades” acts as down time. 

Much of the actual writing in the series is atrocious. It improved considerably 
after the initial six episodes, but the “jokes” weren’t really the point. Watching 
Adrian Edmonson viciously and repeatedly smack Rik Mayall with a very real 
looking two-by-four... THAT was the point. This is a slapstick-driven show, with 
stereotypes so broadly-drawn they come all the way around and become sharply 
satirical. The dirty hippie, the heavy metal punk, the communist/anarchist, the 
sleazy faux ladies man... put these in the middle of a bad, sweaty acid trip and 
add copious amounts of Three Stooges-e sque violence, and voila: A show you 
either love or hate. I absolutely adore this stuff, but I’ve been living on NyQuil 
and Diet Coke for the past 72 hours, so make of that what you will. 

There are three DVDs here. The first two are the original 12 episodes, and, as 
much fun as it is, watching a whole DVD’s worth (a little over three hours) in one 
sitting is grueling. It’s simply too friggin’ much. I like pizza, but I’m not gonna 
eat ten pounds of it for dinner. The third DVD has the standard extras: A “mak¬ 
ing of” documentary, talent bios, plus one episode each of shows the Young Ones 
cast did after the demise of the show, namely Filthy, Rich, and Catflap and Bottom. 

Of the two, Bottom is better, although both are loony enough that the compar¬ 
ison is relative. If American TV could produce one show as bizarre and over-the- 
top entertaining as the “lesser” of these shows, I might actually watch it. The 
sheer bulk and consistent quality of this set make it a steal, even if it is about twice 
what you’d pay for a regular DVD. 

(www. bbcamerica. com) 

CHAD VAN WAGNER 


BROTHERHOOD OF THE WOLF 


(UNIVERSAL) 

Brotherhood of the Wolf is undoubtedly the 
greatest 18^ century kickboxing French nobili¬ 
ty werewolf film ever made, which is, um, say¬ 
ing something. Samuel LeBihan stars as what 
looks like a French David Lee Roth, who along 
with his trusty (and ass-whupping) sidekick 
Mani (Mark Dacascos,) arrives in the French 
countryside to rid it of a mysterious lupine 
creature that is mutilating the locals. While the 
above description may paint it as a big, dumb 
action flick with a trippy twist, there’s actually 
an extremely complex and well-thought-out 
dramatic plot involving gypsies, religion, incest, 
sin, conspiracy theories that would make Oliver 
Stone blush, and, of course, enormous amounts 


of kickboxing. Not to mention a surreal crea¬ 
ture, politics, loads of gore, and yes... subtitles. 
Brotherhood. .., a French film, put Europe, 
along with Asia, in the ever-expanding group of 
regions that can make a big, kick-ass action 
film a lot better than Americans can. 

Strangely, the film isn’t cheesy at all. It’s 
saved from its own potential silliness by the 
realism of it all (the film is, after all, based on a 
French legend which arose from an actual inci¬ 
dent). Granted, when Gregoire (LeBihan) and 
Mani paint themselves up and lure the creature 
into their giant-swinging-spiky-log trap, we 
leave historical fiction and find ourselves in the 
middle of Wile E. Coyote territory, but even 
those outlandish sequences blend seamlessly 


with the gorgeously shot and acted set pieces. 
Despite it’s unbelievably, there is genuine ten¬ 
sion all over this film, even when there’s no 
wire-fu in sight. It functions very well as an 
epic, with or without the shock value, and even 
though there are extended action-free scenes 
throughout the picture, it’s always fascinating. 

The DVD is, unfortunately, rather generic. 
The film (widescreen, 2:35:1 ratio), a few stan¬ 
dard extras (deleted scenes, etc.) and that’s it. If 
possible, grab the Canadian release, which is a 
triple DVD set, full of pretty much anything 
and everything you could want concerning the 
Citizen Kane of French werewolf kickboxing. 
(www. brotherhoodofthewolf. com) 

CHAD VAN WAGNER 
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MOTORHEAD 


25 & ALIVE: BONESHAKER (SPV/STEAMHAMMER) 


ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN 

CAMDEN UNDERWORLD, LONDON: 17 DECEMBER 2000 (PUNKERVISION) 


I’m a fan of the DVD format when it comes 
to movies, and though I hadn’t seen a music 
DVD before these two, the format promises to 
be a significant improvement over VHS, which 
always sucked in the same way cassettes suck 
(bad sound, quality degradation with repeated 
use, having to fast forward and rewind). 

The Motorhead disc is the kind of DVD that 
makes me wish I had a better TV. Recorded live 
at the Brixton Academy on October 22, 2000 on 
the band’s 25^ anniversary, this DVD preserves 
the evening’s entire 23-song set, complete with 
oodles of special guests including Fast Eddie 
Clark, Brian May, and Doro Pesch, plus the 
usual bevy of extras including interviews, music 
videos, and even an acoustic performance of 
“Ain’t No Nice Guy.” I’ve only seen the band 
live once, so I don’t know if their setlist is usual¬ 
ly this packed with goodies from the band’s 
long history (though I kinda doubt it), but this 
show is particularly stacked. Not only do you 
get the usual hits (“Killed by Death,” “Bomber,” 
“Ace of Spades,” and “Overkill” closes the show), 
but you also get personal favorites like “The 
Chase Is Better than the Catch,” “Orgasmatron,” 
“I’m So Bad (Baby I Don’t Care),” and 
“Sacrifice,” and you get the whole thing in beau¬ 
tiful, burning clarity. The professional nature of 
the presentation is almost at odds with the 
band’s ruffian image, except it makes the band 
look and sound so good that you don’t care. 

The Electric Frankenstein disc, though obvi¬ 
ously shot on a much smaller budget, is almost 
as compelling and exciting. I say “almost” 
because, well, I’m not really much of an Electric 
Frankenstein fan, though I gotta give ’em props 
and say they do this particular style a lot better 
than most of their peers. The show appears to 


be a one or two camera deal shot on the cheap, 
and though the picture quality is a lot muddier 
than Motorhead, it crackles with an energy that’s 
not as prominent at the Motorhead show, a lot 
of which is probably due to this being recorded 
in a small club, whereas Motorhead was in a 
large theater. The shots of the frantic headbang¬ 
ing and slamming on the floor in front of the 
stage, singer Steve Miller’s repeated requests for 
“more monitors,” and the occasional crowd 
shots from behind the drummer beautifully cap¬ 
ture the club atmosphere. There isn’t really 
much in the way of extras on here, but as I said, 
this was obviously made on a tight budget, so 
that’s to be expected. In fact, it’s a pleasant sur¬ 
prise that a DVD of a live performance exists at 
all, let alone one as nicely shot and recorded as 
this one. Live performances of these sorts of 
bands are usually limited to crappily-recorded 
videotapes shot by someone standing in the 
middle of the pit with a camcorder, the sort of 
thing that sounds like shit and gives you motion 
sickness when you try to watch it. 

Though I’d still pick the Motorhead DVD 
over the Electric Frankenstein, they both defi¬ 
nitely have their place within the rock’n’roll 
canon. In fact, if I was feeling really high 
falutin’, I’d go so far as to say these two DVDs 
show different points on the rock show trajec¬ 
tory. After all, Motorhead were once where 
Electric Frankenstein is now. And they were 
making better music at that point. It’d be nice 
to have a Motorhead DVD shot in a club like 
the EF show was, but I suppose you can’t have 
it all. 

(www.spvusa.comy www.punkervision.net, 
www. m usicvideodistrib u tors, com) 

BRIAN VARNEY 


LIZZY BORDEN 


THE MURDERESS METAL ROAD SHOW LIVE (METAL BLADE) 

I’m starting to get why Lizzy Borden sold so many records in the metal-friendly spray-day of 
the late-’80s; it’s because the band’s songs were well-constructed, straddling the classicism of 
Yngwie or Queensryche with the headbanging Germanity of Accept or Warlock. The clothes are 
another matter, yeesh... This live shredfest, granted, is a celebrated ’85 presentation, but you 
gotta laugh at Lizzy’s get-ups. Getting past that, the band is spot-on, much more progressive than 
their reputation, and effortless in presenting pretty tricky riffs, fills, and chills. The sound is good 
enough, the video... you can tell it’s old, but it’s solid as well. Highlight of the show is the band’s 
McCartney cover, “Live and Let Die,” killing Axl at that game, Lizzy in possession of (vibrato’ed) 
pipes for miles. As extras, John Bush interviews a corn-row’ed Lizzy (neither are very good 
actors!), and the package’s graphics shine for the photo gallery (one of the best I’ve seen) and the 
discography. All told, 15 solid tracks that will have you suppin’ cough syrup in the Heavy Metal 
Parking Lot before Lizzy hits the stage, preferably with Eric Steel or Betsy or Jack Starr... 

(2828 Cochran St. PMB #302 Simi Valley, CA 93065) 

MARTIN P0P0FF 


TACKLE 

HAPPY 

THE ORIGINS OF PUPPETRY OF THE PENIS 

(MVD) 

This DVD could be looked at in several 
ways. It could be a tale of brave and visionary 
performance artists capitalizing on the body 
taboos of modern culture and succeeding in 
overcoming political censorship. It could be a 
story of how touring the country with a severe 
lack of knowledge in setting up shows, like the 
majority of bands, can destroy relationships 
and bank accounts. Or maybe it’s simply a 
couple of guys playing with their dicks. 

Really, it’s all three. The whole story/docu- 
mentary of Tackle Happy is a couple of 
Australian 
guys with 
no other 
talent than 
elastic 
cocks and 
the willing¬ 
ness to 
show them 
off in pub¬ 
lic. They 
get a fol¬ 
lowing in 
the general 
public, try 
to go on 
tour, get 
banned in 
several 

counties, lose all their money, then release a 
video and get asked on Jay Leno. 

The dick stuff? Having one, it’s nothing 
that special, but it’s kinda funny, seeing some¬ 
one twist their genitals around that much. 

And although a lot of the things they’re sup¬ 
posed to represent need prompting (“Ladies 
and gentlemen, the Windsurfer”) some things 
are truly impressive (“Loch Ness Monster” is a 
particular fave). 

Shocking? Not in the least. Half of us 
have a penis; the other half who will watch 
this movie have seen one, some closer than 
others. The fact that you can twist it around 
should come as no surprise. What would 
have been interesting is if the director, rather 
than follow around the “dick trickers” all the 
time, would go interview the politicians who 
found the performance obscene, in a Michael 
Moore-style documentary. It would’ve been 
good to juxtapose the images of an uptight 
bastard with a flying cock. After all, I love 
redundancy. 

(www.musicvideodistributors.com) 
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MARILYN 
MANSON 

GUNS, GOD, AND GOVERNMENT WORLD 
TOUR (EAGLE ROCK) 

Love him or hate him (or claim you hate 
him but silently think he’s pretty damn cool, if a 
little silly), Marilyn Manson puts on one hellu¬ 
va show. Yeah yeah yeah, so did/do Alice 
Cooper, W.A.S.P., and a whole bunch of other 
shock-rockers, but Marilyn Manson has the 
bucks and the vision, and the sheer size of the 
crowds will flabbergast you. I’d say the near¬ 
mental dedication of the fans will too, but if 
you’ve ever watched Slayer footage, well, you’ve 
seen chests and forearms carved with band 
names before... 

Manson produced this DVD, and it’s top- 
notch. Huge sound, flamboyant stage-show the¬ 
atrics captured from every conceivable camera 
angle, and plenty of behind-the-scenes footage 
to make you think you’re seeing the “real” 
Marilyn Manson. 17 songs filmed around the 
world, including clips from the band’s private 
stash (yes, there are some strippers and girls lift¬ 
ing their shirts, but this ain’t Motley Criie, ok?), 
some of which includes protesters, lunch with 
the Osbournes, a duet with Eminem, and a TV 
interview with Tammy Faye Baker. Yup, the 
guy’s had quite a life... 

Fans will, of course, love this thing, because 
it feeds you what you want and throws you 
scraps of “personal” glimpses showing home¬ 
sickness, worry, frustration, and pain (tough to 
stay in character with a knee injury and no 
painkillers). And naysayers, well, you have to 
respect the guy’s vision and attention to detail. 
The make-up, outfits, dancers, stilts, lightshows, 
and video backdrops are all here. All the mak¬ 
ings of a monster arena show by one of the 
most outlandish performers of our era. Iron 
Maiden may’ve packed ’em in to see Eddie run¬ 
ning around, and now people flock to see 
Slipknot with Mushroomhead opening doing 
that whole killer clown schtick, but ya just can’t 
beat a guy in a corset and fishnets with a weird 
eye on stilts who’s roaring like a Swedish death 
metal dude to some really catchy post-glam 
Goth metal. 

Sure, Soilwork 
and Dark 
Tranquillity 
write and play 
circles around 
Manson, but for 
sheer visual 
appeal with 
quick-cut edit¬ 
ing, this is the 
shit. 

(www.eaglevi- 
sionusa.com) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 



NEAR DARK 


(ANCHOR BAY) 

This ’87 vampire classic finally gets its day in 
the sun (so to speak) with a glorious two-DVD 
release by Anchor Bay. While the theater run 
was short due to a struggling releasing company 
(or something), Near Dark is a cult classic to 
vampire flick fans. Directed by Kathryn Bigelow 
{Strange Days, Point Break) and starring Bill 
Paxton (as a hellbent yahoo bloodsucker), “The 
Face” Lance Henrikson (as the cool’n’cold- 
blooded “dad” vampire), and including young 
yummies of both sexes (a Top Gun cameo stud 
and a pouty, come-hither kitten [think Courtney 
Love, only pretty]), this Western-loner-joins- 
vampire-family-terrorizing-hicksville has always 
been a personal fave of mine. Add to the mix a 
soundtrack by Tangerine Dream (always won¬ 
dered why Danny Elfman got all the Nightbreed- 
style gigs when TD really sparkled here) and a 
roadhouse slaughter to John Parr’s “Naughty 
Naughty.” OK, so Near Dark was made in the 
late ’80s, and The Lost Boys, Young Guns , and Top 
Gun elements sneak in here as much as Aliens 
and, uh, ya know, some John Hughes teen movie 
where a good lad takes on some bad boys to save 
the girl. And, admittedly, Near Dark is also kind 
of a romance story, but there’s blood in the kiss¬ 
es and the girl looks real good in tight jeans and 
Bill Paxton gets most of his face melted off dur¬ 
ing a shootout with the cops ( always the 
shootout with the cops), so this ain’t no Freddy 
Prince, Jr. sapfest, ok? 


The story: He meets her, they neck, she 
bites him and runs away, he starts to turn, he 
searches for her to ask what’s happening to 
him, his dad and sister go looking for him, lots 
of people die in all sorts of cool ways, and the 
pacing and music rock. Oh, and the music 
rocks without a nii metal band in sight... 

The bonus DVD has a 47-minute docu¬ 
mentary on the making of and ideas behind 
the movie, and there are still photos galore as 
well as talent bios to show the breadth of 
everyone involved. (Tasty Jenny Wright, for 
instance, was Robin’s William’s first in The 
World According to Garp , she was a Geldof 
groupie in Pink Floyd: The Wall , and she 
teetered on the dark edge of The Brat Pack 
with appearances in St. Elmo’s Fire, The 
Wildlife, Out of Bounds, and Young Guns II... 
Yeah, and what have you done?) 

Near Dark is Hollywood slick for a cult 
flick, to be sure. Imagine if The Lost Boys was 
an unknown release only vampire geeks knew 
about. It’s stylish like Strange Days, has great 
one-liners delivered by top-notch actors like 
Paxton and Henrikson, and it’s neither heavy- 
handed on the moralization nor is it splatter- 
for-splatter’s-sake. A well-crafted piece of cel¬ 
luloid from stem to stern, this two-DVD, 
photo-strewn package covers all the bases and 
is a high-recommended purchase for all 
action/horror fans. 
(www.anchorbayentertainment.com) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 


ACID BATH 


DOUBLE LIVE BOOTLEG (ROTTEN) 

Ah, sweet Acid Bath, how we miss you! Before black depression poet extraordinare Dax 
Riggs sobbed so eloquently for Agents of Oblivion (or his new project. Dead Boy and the 
Elephantmen, available only through their site, www.deadboyandtheelephantmen.com), he 
screamed and paced sticky stages with Acid Bath. They’re from New Orleans, and it shows. 
Double Live Bootleg is, as it sounds, a bunch of quaintly amateur live show recordings and tri- 
pod-in-the-rehearsal-room “videos.” Classic shit, in other words. Play “where’s the singer?” with 
your friends. Or howzabout a round of “Who’s hair is that headbanging over the camera lens?” 
Fun for the whole family. Well, if your family likes growling/howling to “Finger Painting of the 
Insane” and “Cassie Eats Cockroaches.” Mine had to be tied to chairs to join in, but I’m a 
trained professional, kids, so don’t try this at home. And if you do, it’s on you... 

Double Live Bootleg has 32 tracks, including most of the faves, and there’s a barely-recognizable 
cover of Iron Butterfly’s “In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida,” but, uh, Slayer’s version on the Less Than Zero 
soundtrack is better. There’s a huge omission though... “Dead Girl” ain’t on here. It was the last 
track on Paegan Terrorism Tactics and it provided the link from the more screamcore sludge metal 
of Acid Bath to the simply-strummed, mostly acoustic fitful dreaming that was Agents of Oblivion. 

To compensate, Acid Bath choose songs for this DVD that’re gloriously mournful, keeping the 
“mindless screaming” to a minimum. This ain’t nii metal, after all. Dax sounded a lot like the dude 
from Trouble back then, and I’m glad he followed his tortured Muse further down that left-hand 
path and really developed his own Voice. So part NOLA sludge hatecore screaming, part stoner 
messiah, Acid Bath were before their time (as if stoner rock ever really hit it big, or ever will, cuz hits 
and poster pull-outs ain’t exactly the strong suit of this shaggy, troll-like genre), but now at least 
there’s a DVD to show you how beautiful, ugly, loud, sweaty, and untamed these guys were. 

(www. rottenrecords.com) 

SCOTT HEFFLON 
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Eddie Izzard 


I didn’t realize that the Dress to Kill special 
on HBO that Anti/Epitaph just released was 
recorded back in ’98. 

And it’s my fifth show as well. I did anoth¬ 
er one in ’00, Circle , but it hasn’t come out yet. 

I own them, so I put them out when I want to, 
and sometimes that’s not immediately, to say 
the least. That’ll come out in Britain this year, 
and America probably soon after. Dress to Kill 
was shot and released in the UK in ’98, was 
shown on HBO in ’99, and it got two Emmys 
in 2000. 

Is this your first DVD release? 

Yes, and it’s my first release in America. I 
turned down other offers because I wanted to 
continue to own the thing. I own 
the copyrights, and I didn’t want to 
just throw that away. The suits 
always want to own it. 

So even though it aired repeatedly 
on HBO, you own Dress to Kill ? 

It was my show, I filmed it. HBO 
said they wanted to do a special, and 
I said I’d already filmed one, and 
keep in mind, this was my fifth 
filmed show... 

You hooked up with an interesting 
company, a record label... 

A punk record label, yes. They 
have Tom Waits as well, an old col¬ 
league of mine. We both worked on 
Mystery Men. Anti hadn’t done 
comedy DVDs before, so I’m taking 
a calculated risk, but I wanted to try 
it out. We’ll see where we get to as 
time goes on, but it seems like a 
good place to be. 

You’re really kind of a control 
freak, huh? 

Yeah, but so were Chaplin, Lucile 
Ball, and various others. Comedy 
and music are similar in that way, unlike films, 
where it’s very difficult to retain control. I did 
accounting at university as well, so I’m not stu¬ 
pid. If the suits always want to own the copy¬ 
rights, then duh, maybe the copyrights are the 
thing to own. 

Did you do the DVD extras yourself? 

Yes. There’s a photo documentary on it, 
because we didn’t have a making-of documen¬ 
tary. We used music from a documentary on the 
Civil War, and I do commentaries over the top. 
Which is weird, when you think about it: 
Commentaries on spoken word stand-up. It 
seems a little self-indulgent, perhaps. There are 
also subtitles in French and Spanish and English. 
English? 

For the hard of hearing. Also, if English is 
someone’s second language, and I’m mum¬ 
bling away at full-speed, not to mention all the 
slang, there are probably plenty of occasions 
where people’ll say “What did he say?” 


I’m actually taping this interview over my 
Ryan Stiles interview from a couple issue ago, 
and I realize you were a guest on the British 
Whose Line is it Anywayf 

Yes, I did a couple of episodes of that, and I 
also did another improv show after that, one- 
word instead of game improv, which I actually 
prefer. The audience will suggest one word, 
and then the four of us will freestyle and go off 
on tangents. The trick, I find, is to lower the 
expectation of the 
audience. If they’re 
expecting finely- 
crafted comedy, 
that’s not what 



they’re going to 
get. But if they 
expect hit and 
miss, when you get 

a hit, it’s really a wow... 

Do you improvise during your stand-up? 

Yes, because I have a low boredom thresh¬ 
old. Sometimes I get a routine down perfect, 
but then I improvise and keep changing it, 
making it less perfect. And I once changed the 
order completely around, and I couldn’t 
remember what I’d already done. If you do 
more than one show a night, things get screwy 
then too. 

I didn’t realize you’ve done so much stage 
work. I just know your stand-up and movies. 

Movies are probably where most people 
recognize me from. The latest thing I’ve done 
was The Cat’s Meow , playing Charlie Chaplin, 
with Kristen Dunst, and I also did All the 
Queens Men with Matt LeBlanc. As for the¬ 
ater, I like doing theater, but don’t like the elit¬ 
ist audience that go to the theater. I prefer 
doing films. 

But of all the forms you do, film is the most 


constrictive for you as a performer. In stand- 
up or theater, you can hold a moment, or you 
can vary the timing night by night. In film, it 
takes hours to set up a shot, then you walk 
on, say your line, and the director yells cut. 

But the beauty is, if you do it right, they 
edit it so tightly together, it’s then there forev¬ 
er. I like that it lives on, long after you do it. 
They say it takes a lifetime for a band to make 
their first album, and then they have to fol¬ 
low it up a year later, hence the 
sophomore slump. Now that 
you’re on movie sets more than in 
the comedy clubs, do you still col¬ 
lect observations like you used to? 

Certain subjects and themes tend 
to fascinate you over time, like 
Woody Allen returns to Manhattan 
and relationships many times. And 
more and more critical weight is put 
on each show. Dress to Kill may be 
my first release in America, but it’s 
my fifth overall, so I don’t have to 
worry about my second anymore. 
George Carlin can talk about dri¬ 
ving in every special he does, and 

« it’s always a new take, new jokes, a 
fresh look at a familiar subject. 

Like there’s no definitive way to 
talk about relationships. They go 
on, in different ways with different 
periods... So I continue to go on 
about religion and sexuality and... 
the universe... It’s funny, because 
with stand-up, you don’t really have 
a story. .. In movies, one story 
could be about a boy, lost in a 
swamp, and another is about men in outer 
space. Some of the themes of the stories might 
be the same, but the settings are vastly differ¬ 
ent. The setting in stand-up is always the 
same: It’s you standing on the stage. 

Your interest in history could provide endless 
observations and anecdotes. While I may be 
an American, I realize there’s a lot of history 
to draw from. 

I’m a history nut, really. My whole family 
is. I don’t know if there’s a history-loving 
gene, but if there is, we have it. My brother got 
an A1 in history in school, which I think you’d 
call an A+. I didn’t do so well at it in school, 
but I was fascinated. And I realized that no 
one was doing history in stand-up, and there’s 
a ton of material to laugh at, and history has a 
way of shedding light on the present. 

Do you tailor your material depending on 
what country you’re in? 

No, that’d be way too much work. Bands 
go on stage and say “Hello Cleveland,” or 
“Hello Detroit,” or “Hello Moscow,” and they 
play the same set, so I do the same thing. 
Actually, the Dress to Kill DVD has the show I 
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did entirely in French on it, from when I was 
in Paris, with English subtitles. My secret 
hope is that classes teaching French will play 
the section of a foul-mouthed transvestite 
doing a gig in French. It’s called Dress to 
Circle , because the material is halfway 
between Dress to Kill and Circle. 

What led you to comedy in the first place? 

I’ve wanted to be an actor since I was 
seven, but I couldn’t get roles in any of the 
plays. But I always liked comedy, and I got 
some laughs in a class sketch show when I 
was 12. It felt good. While I still tried to get 
in the school shows - which didn’t really 
happen - I began writing my own material. 

I d discovered Python and a few other revues. 
Comedy material is more honest and vul¬ 
nerable than acting out a scripted role. 

If you talk about your own sad life, all the 
fuck-ups, people will laugh. If you talk about 
how great you are, it won’t work. It’s easier 
to be godlike in rock’n’roll or as an actor 
than it is as a stand-up comedian. 

When did you realize you were an executive 
transvestite? 

I knew when I was four. 

IVe seen you various places - Whose Line ... 
and an honoring of Monty Python in Aspen - 
where you dress like a guy (a “bloke,” if you 
will). What’s the distinction or decision¬ 
making that’s involved? 

Sometimes I wear make-up and sometimes 
I don’t. At least I have the choice now. If you 
come out of the straightjacket of not being able 
to wear it, why immediately get into the 
straightjacket of always having to wear it? 

There was a period where I got fairly estab¬ 
lished in Britain, and if I wasn’t wearing a 
dress, people’d ask me why I wasn’t. And I’d 
say “Don’t oppress me, you fascist dickhead.” 

I’ve gone to gigs in a dress and make-up, 
changed into trousers and taken off the make¬ 
up, done the show, then put back on the dress 
and make-up and left. This is not drag, I’m a 
transvestite. Women can wear a skirt or 
trousers, they can wear make-up or none, they 
can wear their hair long or short or wear a wig, 
and no one says a thing. Women can buy 
underwear called boy’s cut. Can you imagine a 
bloke buying underwear called girl’s cut? 

Do you find that being a transvestite comedi¬ 
an distances you from the audience? That 
your reality is no longer theirs? 

It’s okay to have your life apart from the 
stage, but I think there is some responsibility 
to be representative of the audience. You’re 
supposed to articulate things the audience has 
felt. So you can’t say “Hey, sq I was in my limo 
the other day, and God popped in and we had 
martinis...” The audience will strand you. 

You can do it, but you have a lot of explaining 
to do... If you’re on Air Force One with the 
President and you spill coffee on the front of 
your trousers, people will laugh because they 
can connect, in a way. The Simpsons aren’t 
huge around the world because it’s American- 
style humor, it’s huge because it’s hilarious to 
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many, many people. Aside from references, 
humor is human, not national. 

Which is one of the reasons why Dress to Kill 
is as funny now as it was in ’98. Hitler was a 
vegetarian painter/mass-murdering fuckhead 
then, and he still is now. 

Henry VIII jokes will never get old. It’s not 
like people say “Spanish Inquisition jokes? 
That’s so 17th Century...” 

You’ve mentioned you were a big Steve 
Martin fan, who else really tickles you? 

Monty Python, of course. I started with 
sketch comedy, but no one really picked up on 
it. And that lead to street performing, which 
taught me how to hold a crowd. I performed 
right there in Common Garden, where My 
Fair Lady is set. Right where Eliza sold her 
flowers. That’s where I learned how to talk 
endless crap in my own voice, not a charac¬ 
ter’s voice. Holding an audience has little to 
do with the quality of performance, but I 
learned how to do it, and that’s my ace in the 
hole. I know how to keep people from walk¬ 
ing away who don’t want to see you in the first 
place, so when you have a room filled with 
people who paid to see you, it’s a lot bloody 
easier. 

So I decided I wanted to get into nighttime 
stand-up, cuz that’s the place you want to be, 
so the street performing and sketch and 
improv work melded into the stand-up. 


That diversity carried over to film as well: 

The band manager in Velvet Goldmine , a 
hammy actor in Shadow of the Vampire , and 
Mr. Disco or something in Mystery Men... 

Tony T, head of the Disco Boys gang. And I 
played Chaplin in The Cat’s Meow and I played 
a bisexual transvestite in All the Queen’s Men. I 
also have two films coming out next year, The 
Revengers Tragedy , directed by Alex Cox who 
did Sid & Nancy , and Muraya - Expanded 
Reality (a.k.a. Blueberry) with Vincent Cassel, 
Michael Madison, and luliette Lewis. They’re 
all drama but All the Queen’s Men , which is 
comedy against a dramatic background. All 
film and plays are dramatic works, and I leave 
the comedy for stand-up. 

You don’t think your part in Shadow of the 
Vampire was funny? Your character was the 
I comic relief, the over-acting spoiled ham... 

I wasn’t trying to be funny... If I was 
lighter than everyone else in the movie, it’s 
because I was acting alongside John Malkovich 
and Willem Dafoe and my character talked 
about food all the time. 

You have a production company, do you help 
out up-and-coming actors or comedians? 

My production company mostly helps me , 
really... It’s not very generous, perhaps... 

But the up-and-coming stand-ups in Britain 
don’t need the help because they get paid very 
well. In America, you can tour, but if you go 
to New York or L.A., it’s more of a showcase- 
type thing. There are 80 clubs in London, 
compared to about 10 in New York or eight in 
L.A., so we have a massive live comedy thing 
going on. Stand-ups don’t make a huge 
amount of money, but you can get paid 
decently, and if you tour and work television 
as well, you can do quite alright. It’s quite 
staggering. That’s what got me going. 
Sometimes I’d do up to three or four gigs a 
night on weekends. I’d do a set and then hop 
in a taxi with a bunch of money to go to the 
next club. 

How long did you do the club circuit? 

From ’88 to ’91. You can work every night 
of the week, and as I said, on weekends, you 
can do up to four shows a night. America had 
all the big comedy clubs, but most of them 
crashed at the end of the ’80s. We never got 
that big, and we never crashed. None of our 
television broadcasters liked stand-up on the 
Tele, so it never threatened the club scene. It’s 
grown steadily over the years, but never too 
fast, and it never craps out. 

Is there any one moment that made you say 
“Yeah, this is why I got into this.” 

There was a great time I’ll never forget 
when Willem Dafoe and John Malkovich and 
I were on a mountain, on the set of Shadow of 
the Vampire , and we were all just talking 
about what our parents said when we first 
told them we wanted to get into acting. We 
were in a castle and it was raining. I don’t 
remember what anyone said exactly, but it 
was all true... @ 

(www.eddieizzard.com ) 
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Image Entertainment is on the loose again. 
They now have a subsidiary company called 
Blue Underground and they’re churning out 
some real stomach-churners. They specialize 
in the type of films that you wouldn’t want 
Grandma to catch you watching. No, not 
pornos, but rather brutal exploitation and 
slasher classics that’ve been far too long 
ignored. And not only are they getting much 
deserved release, they’re being done right 
with quality extras. So, whether you’re a 
novice feeling brave enough for some new 
chills and viscera spills, or a seasoned splatter 
vet looking for a remastered stroll down 
spurting artery lane, Blue Underground has 
the menu for you. Out this month are a cou¬ 
ple real doozies at a great price that you must 
add to your collection... now. 

I’ve had the humble pleasure of talking 
with Tom Savini many, many times. Savini is 
the effects maestro behind Dawn and Day of 
the Dead , Friday the 13 th > Maniac and many 
more true classics. He also was the biker with 
the six-shooter gonads in From Dusk to 
Dawn. He’s said that one of the films that 
captured some of his most intense work was 
The Prowler. I remember scrounging up a 
cheap copy, only to find that the film cut 
away from showing too much 
in the murder scenes. I 
thought, “Unless this is some 
crappy cable copy... what the 
hell was Savini talking about?!” 

I forgot all about the 1981 film 
until I saw the Blue 
Underground release. 

Savini spoke... and Savini 
don’t lie. The Prowler is 
absolutely disgusting... I love 
it. Every death scene has been 
extended from what I remem¬ 
ber, and blood explodes by the 
gallon. Nothing is implied, 
you see it all. You’ll find a 
naked girl pitchforked in the 
shower, a bayonet pushed 
slowly down through a guy’s 
skull, machete throat-rippings, wall-to-wall 
shotgun mayhem, and someone’s head blown 
into a gaping slop of raspberry Jell-O. If you 
are squeamish, have a couple of barf bags 
handy. 


As for the story, a World War II vet gets a 
“Dear John” letter circa 1945. He heads home 
to Avalon Bay to exact his 
revenge on his cheating 
woman and her new beau via 
pitchfork. We’re then pro¬ 
pelled to the present (1980) 
for the first Graduation dance 
since the original tragedy. As 
you might expect, someone is 
still bloodthirsty and pretty 
well pissed off. Potential 
dance attendees are then sys¬ 
tematically stalked and massa¬ 
cred while the small police 
force investigates the disap¬ 
pearances. Quality suspense 
and gore, sympathetic charac¬ 
ters, on-target acting by Farley 
Granger and Lawrence 
Tierney and a twist ending 
make The Prowler a Friday the 
oth 
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13 ™-style winner. To comple¬ 
ment the uncut, widescreen transfer, the DVD 
includes a fun audio commentary track with 
Savini and the director Joe Zito, a theatrical 
trailer, a poster and still gallery, and some 
very interesting behind-the-scenes gore 

footage presumably 
from Savini’s own 
camcorder files. 

The next DVD 
release by Blue 
Underground is the 
infamous 1977 
shocker. The Toolbox 
Murders. This film 
was reportedly one 
of the only slasher 
films to be discussed 
at length on the 
Donahue Show. 

They showed the 
nail gun murder and 
the audience was 
appalled. What did 
they expect? Well, 

what you can expect with this DVD is another 
great, uncut widescreen feature alongside 
plenty of extras, including a theatrical trailer, 
TV spots, radio spots, a poster and still 
gallery, a Cameron Mitchell bio, and audio 


“...generates some genuinely 
scary moments!" 

— Stephen King 

± 4 ? 


commentary with the producer Tony DiDio, 
director of photography Gary Graver, and star 
Pamelyn Ferdin. My 
favorite extra is the 
interview entitled I 
Got Nailed in The 
Toolbox Murders. 

Here Marianne 
Walter (AKA porn 
princess Kelly 
Nichols) humorously 
and charmingly 
recalls her extended 
death scene that 
changed her life and 
her career. She tells 
of how she was asked 
to do a little 
impromptu mastur¬ 
bation, how she 
cracked up the killer, 
and she spills it that 

the love song over her nail-gunning was writ¬ 
ten specifically for her. 

As for the film, Cameron Mitchell’s teenage 
daughter is killed in a car accident causing 
him to snap the tiny fragments of sanity his 
character had. He decides that he’ll go around 
and dispose of any woman with questionable 
morals. After all, why should his lovely, inno¬ 
cent daughter die while all these sleazies get to 
go on being sleazy? Cameron is so messed up 
that he has a major issue with a lady being 
drunk, but he has no problem whatsoever 
drilling her to bloody pulp as she runs 
screaming through her apartment. He finally 
comes upon Lori (Ferdin) who is a dead 
ringer for his daughter. He kidnaps Lori and 
stows her away for safekeeping. Despite the 
graphic murders, one of the toughest scenes to 
stomach has Cameron crooning “Sometimes I 
Feel Like a Motherless Child” to a gagged, 
bound, and astonished Lori. As the investiga¬ 
tion tightens around the apartment complex, 
the tension revolves around what will happen 
to Lori, whom most viewers can sympathize 
with. Unfortunately, a psychotic Land of the 
Lost nephew doesn’t help in the end. This is a 
pretty entertaining film with a dated ’70s feel 
to the decor, dress, music, and style. 

(www.image-entertainment.com) 

JOHN BIKOWSKI 


4Y-RECORDS: GENERAL TSO'S CHICKEN AND PORK FRIED RICE SINCE 1985. 


MEN TO AVOID ON THE 
DATING CIRCUIT: 

1: “TISSUE BOY" 
WALKS AROUND 
WITH A HALF A 
BOX OF TISSUES 
UP HIS NOSE AND 
SNEEZES 78 TIMES 
A MINUTE. 

BY DOZE 
.IS COGGED. 



2: ”DEFORM-O", LIKE PHANTOM 
OF THE OPERA, BUT WITHOUT 
THE MASK 


3: MONKEY-MAN. 
QUITE POSSIBLY THE REAL 
MISSING LINK 



www.4y records, com 

4: RECORD EXECUTIVES FROM 
1983. 
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FADE TO 

BLACK 

Fade To Black is a sneering carnival 
for the weird, kind of an anti-Re-Search. 
If ridicule isn’t your bag, look elsewhere, 
for pointing and laughing is this project’s 
bread and butter. 

As of this writing, the site is on hia¬ 
tus, but that’s no reason not to dig 
around in its vast archives to come up 
with some information on, say, what 
Death Row inmates think of the new Fall 
lineup on TV, or how “Operation Panty 
Aid” is coming along. Yes, Fade To Black 
is an absurdist website, a site dedicated 
to reminding us just how damned stupid 
we can be when we really, really MEAN 
something. For the key to true ridicu¬ 
lousness is sincerity, and sometimes all 
you need to do is step back and watch 
people hang themselves. 

The most obvious thing to recom¬ 
mend Fade To Black is the daily 
updates of several quickie features: The 
“Dumb Quote of the Day,” the “comic 
strip for deviants” The Parking Lot Is 
Full, etc. To say nothing is sacred is 
missing the point: F2B isn’t about sim¬ 
ple smart-ass, it's about watching peo¬ 
ple make complete and utter buffoons 
of themselves. 

Case in point: The “Unintentionally 
Funny Site of the Year” contest, in which 
jaw-droppingly bizarre homepages get 
sent up for, well, being jaw-droppingly 
bizarre (ever wondered if anyone gets 
sexually aroused at the thought of mor¬ 
phing into a horse?). The site is certainly 
not afraid of easy targets: Christian 
Fundamentalists have not one but two 
outlets for their head-scratching didacti¬ 
cism (the “Unintentionally Funny 
Christian Fundamentalist Movie Review 
of the Week,” and an “advice” column by 
the name of “Ask Cap.”) 

One thing F2B will do is make you 
feel smart, or at least normal. One 
could certainly accuse it of being mean- 
spirited, but, like most worthy satire, 
there’s a strong morality implied in what 
goes on here. It almost seems to be 
saying “There but for the grace of God 
go you and I." Hilarious, and useful as 
a reality check, Fade To Black is a good 
place to go when you’re feeling that little 
black cloud of annoyance starting to take 
over. 

(www. fadetoblack.com) 


CHAD VAN WAGNER 


HOMESTAR RUNNER 

What the Hell is a Homestar Runner? Well, he’s kind of an albino penis-shaped guy with no 
arms and a voice like a less inebriated Pete Puma. He also happens to be the title character of 
one of the funniest original animated sites going. 

First off, it should be said that Homestar himself isn’t the best character here. No, that honor 
goes to Strong Bad, a gruff-voiced, boxing glove-wearing goofball that dresses like a Los 
Straightjackets reject, and has a thing for ’80s hair metal, violence, and self-promotion. His weekly 
emails (updated every Monday) are the highlight of the site, covering everything from band names 
(“You should have a cool last name, like Van Halen, or Dokken, or, to a lesser extent, Z’Nuff”), to 
rave culture (“Techno”), to lost chances for hot threesomes (the “Sisters” installment). He pops up 
elsewhere on the site, too, and his popularity is such that he even built his own (stupefyingly inept) 
page, which manages to cram every design faux-pas into one simple link. 

The rest of the site is far from a wash, however. The navigation is a little confused, but that’s 
probably intentional: There are hidden Easter eggs galore, and there’s no telling what an errant 
click of the mouse will uncover. There’s even something like fifteen different index pages (my 
favorite being the Atari 2600 parody, complete with Strong Bad being chased by one of those 
poorly animated Duck Hunt ducks.) There are other characters, like Homestar’s girlfriend 
Marzipan (“Everyone loves Tofu!”) Strong Mad (who is slightly less intelligent than bread 
mold,) The Cheat (God knows what he’s supposed to be,) and The Poopsmith (don’t ask). 

Occasionally, the skits suffer from that hobgoblin of animation, being a little overly cute. 
Having a Mister Rodgers-esque “King Of Town” 
walking around might be funny once, but he’s 
just not that interesting. Also, the skits occa¬ 
sionally feel like they’re being pitched to young 
kids, which is odd, to say the least, when you’re 
laughing at a fairly astute silent film parody 
(“Kick The Can”). 

Overall, though, the site’s quite good. And 
you can ask Strong Bad what to do about those 
embarrassing warts. 

(www.homestarrunner.com ) 

CHAD VAN WAGNER 

mrnamm ■ OK, so this page has been here forever. Mahir has come and gone, broken a 
wmmmm _ thousand hearts, and yet we come back begging for more. What? You’ve never 
heard of Mahir? The pimpest, fly-daddiest of ’em all? Well, pull up a chair, and 
mrnmm m I’ll get you caught up... Why don’t I just let the man speak for himself. 
mm ^ “My tall 1.84 cm (6.2 feet) My weight 78 kg. 

My eyes green .. I live alone !!!!!!!!! 

I have home - car. 

I Kiss You!!!!!” 

Okay, maybe that doesn’t clear up much. Basically, Mahir is a guy from Istanbul 
who put up a site that attracted some obscene amount of people (one estimate is 
little over a quarter million one particularly busy week.) He’s kind of Inspector 
Clouseau-looking, and has a thing for the ladies. And, like Inspector Clouseau, he 
gets em. The site has all sorts of fan pics from women all over the world (one even 
has a signed picture of Julia Roberts... boy, she has bad handwriting.) 

Now, it’s not nice to make fun, is it? Well, maybe, but the man himself cer¬ 
tainly seems to enjoy the attention, and the entire under¬ 
taking skirts the line between mockery and simple igno¬ 
rance of the fact that people find him so damned funny. 

Slick self-parody, or clueless boob? Mahir doesn’t seem 
to care, and neither should you. 

There’s all sorts of stuff to browse, for those of us who 
can’t get enough of studying the “fifteen minutes of fame” 
phenomenon. There’s games, a link just for parodies, 
loads of fan pictures, video (oh God), even an “Adult U 
Sent” section. The man has quite literally become a 
celebrity for having bad English and an over-active libido. 

Fiction is dead, or at least redundant. If you ever 
wondered what would happen if a Simpsons character 
same to life, this site might be what you need. 

(www. ikissyou. org) 

CHAD VAN WAGNER 
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averPorn 


An Interview with Scott "Killshot” Owens 


You’re pretty much the first altporn site, fol¬ 
lowed in short order by fellow porn pioneers 
Suicide Girls and Supercult. When did you 
actually start RaverPorn? 

July of ’99. When I started, there was really 
nothing else on the Internet like what I was 
doing. I really searched to see who else was 
doing something similar, and no one really 
was. It was all the usual of porn. 

Did you use ideas and modify them to your 
taste, or did you design the site from scratch? 

I didn’t really get any inspiration or ideas 
from any other sites. I had some general ideas, 
and as I started putting it together, I got input 
from people who liked what I was doing, and 
that helped it along. A lot of people at the 
beginning thought I was crazy for trying to 
build an adult website that was based around a 
community. The main criticism was “Why 
would I want to talk to other people when I’m 
looking at naked girls?” 

There were chat rooms and generic porn sites, 
but no one had thought to link them yet? 

Right. Some of the porn sites were starting 
to get a little more interactive, where you could 
chat with the models, but I didn’t like the way 
it worked. It was a girl sitting in front of a cam 
and a bunch of guys saying nasty things to her. 
I wanted to show my models as the people 
they are, and have the members treat them like 
normal people, like the way you’d talk to a girl 
at a party or a nightclub. 

Booting or banning a rude asshole is the online 
equivalent of throwing a drink in their face. 

Exactly. The Internet really brings out the 
worst qualities in some people. They feel 
they’re safely anonymous, so they can say 
whatever they want and there’ll be no reper¬ 
cussions. I don’t put up with that on my web¬ 
site. If someone 
insults a model, I 
kick them off. If the 
models don’t feel 
comfortable and safe, 
they aren’t going to 
want to be a part of 
the site anymore. 

Did you know the 
Blue Blood folks 
when you started? 

I met them after I 
started. They emailed me and we talk every 
now and then. We’ve exchanged some photo 
sets and stuff. 

How much do you charge for subscriptions? 

It’s $6.50 a month. Spooky (from Suicide 
Girls) and I’ve talked about combining so peo 
pie can pay once and get access to both sites, 
but we haven’t gone forward with it yet. 

What was your impulse to start the site? 

I’d been into the rave scene for a long time, 






arpS I thought this’d be a good way to learn Web 
‘sign and photography and I could have this 
project, my own little thing that was different 
and cool. I really didn’t expect it to take off. 
Within a few months, I was getting calls from 
magazines for interviews and getting all 
this traffic, and I realized a lot of people 
thought it was a really cool idea. 

Are you just being humble or coy, 
or did you really not know it 
was going to take off? 

I really had no idea. I had 
nothing to compare it to, so I 
didn’t really have any expecta¬ 
tions, and I had no business plan, 
which I later came to regret. It started out as 
just a project, me doing it by myself, and it start¬ 
ed growing faster than 
I could keep up with. 
By the time I got 
organized, got a cou¬ 
ple of employees, got 
a plan together, sud¬ 
denly a lot of other 
people started doing 
the same thing, the 
economy got crappy, 
and then the whole 
game was different. 

When I started, a lot of people thought that 
what I was trying to do was really cool, but 
there were a whole bunch of people who 
thought I was single-handedly destroying the 
rave scene. Most of them probably thought I 
was just some random guy trying to exploit the 
scene and get rich. 

Where did you start RaverPorn? 

In Wisconsin, where I’m originally from. I 
moved here to Hawaii in February of 2001. So 
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How’s 
the rave scene 
in Hawaii? 

Sometimes some people set 
up a sound system in the middle of a 
sugar cane field or on a beach or something, 
and a lot of hippies show up, and most of the 
DJs have the same records they moved here 
with five years ago, and then the locals show 
up looking to beat up white people. Oahu has 
an alright scene... Maui only has 100,000 peo¬ 
ple living on it, and Oahu has a million, so 
there’s a lot more diversity in music and night¬ 
club life. The primary industry of Hawaii is 
tourism, and most of the people who live here 
are from the Pacific Islands. So being a white 
person here, I’m quite the minority. There’s a 
lot of resentment toward white people, because 
the U.S. government did kind of illegally annex 
these islands, and they feel their island has 
been taken away from them and turned into a 
luxury vacation spot for rich white people. 
What inspired you to move? 

Some of my friends had moved here, and 
they told me it was great. I came out on vaca¬ 
tion and figured I could still run my site from 
here. A few months after I moved here is when 
I reached my peak in subscribers and overall 
traffic. I organized a huge RaverPorn event: 
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I rented out a mansion on the beach, I was 
bringing in DJs from all over, the models were 
going to do shows, TV stations were coming 
out to cover the event, and I had package deals 
going so members could book a plane ticket 
and hotel room and ticket to the event all in 
one, and the event was scheduled for 
September 14th, 2001. 

Damn. 

No one wanted to get on a plane, I lost a 
ton of money, and things never got back to 
normal after that. Partly, it was the economy, 
but also, the rave scene isn’t the same as it was 
a few years ago. People don’t identify with it in 
the same way they used to. Now, when you say 
“raver,” people usually snicker. They think of a 
13-year-old with a pacifier... So I’m thinking 
about doing an image change, and getting 
another name that’ll encompass more elec¬ 
tronic music and the culture surrounding it. 
There’s still lots of good music out there, 
people’re just listening to it in a different set¬ 
ting. They’re going to nightclubs more, and 
there aren’t as many warehouse parties as 
there used to be. 

The name RaverPorn brings to mind a very 
specific image. 

And I didn’t really think about that when 
I started. I also run 
into the trouble 
that people can’t 
always help pro¬ 
mote my site the 
way they’d like to 
because of the 
name, because it’s 
too straightfor¬ 
ward. 

I was going to 
do a punk porn 
site, because my 
admin who does all 
design and server stuff — because I discovered 
I’m a much better photographer than I am a 
Web designer - is a total punk rocker. So we 
had all these ideas, but then Suicide Girls 
came out, and I met up with Spooky and 
Missy and they were really cool. I saw that 
they had much the same values as I did, so I 
didn’t want to step on their toes by doing the 
same thing as them. 

Have you always been digital, or did you start 
out with film? 

I started out with film, but going into the 
local photo store with pornographic pictures 
was always interesting... Sometimes people 
were really happy to see me, other times I got a 
mean manager who told me pever to come 
back again... So then I went digital, and it 
made things a lot easier. When you’re going 
straight to the Web, it seems kind of pointless 
to do a print and then scan it, or get the nega¬ 
tives burned to CD. Digital is more environ¬ 
mentally-friendly anyway, because you aren’t 
using any of the nasty chemicals they use to 
process film. 

One thing that really irritates me is all the 


new rave adult sites that’ve popped up in the 
last six months. Most of them have no identity 
of their own, and some simply directly copied 
me. They use the same menu options and 
boards, just a different design. And they’re fail¬ 
ing. They’re offering fewer and fewer updates, 
and they’re charging the same price I am. 

How often do you update? 

I add new content about five or six days a 
week. It used to be four times a week, but in 
the last couple months, I’ve increased to 
almost every day. I want to give people as 
much as I can so they’ll keep coming back 
again and again. 

You do most of the photogra¬ 
phy yourself, right? 

Most of it. I try to avoid 
using the stuff people send in, 
because they usually think it’s 
great, but it’s usually kinda 




crappy. Quality photography 
is very important to me. If it’s 
a good-looking model but 
crappy photography, it really 
ruins it for me. I have some 
other photographers around the country who 
help me out. Like Cloei from NakedNerds in 
Boston, and I have one in San Francisco, and 
one in L.A., and I’m going to have one in 
Chicago... Usually what I do is I wait until I 
have a bunch of girls in one city interested, 
and then I go there and spend a weekend 
shooting. Then I have enough content to last 
me for a month or so. 

Do you break up the sets? 

Yeah, I usually break the sets in half and 
launch half at a time, and let people wait a few 
days for the second set. Usually, if I shoot a 
model for four hours, that’ll give me four or 
five sets as long as I change outfits and props 


and settings. I pay models $150 an hour, 
unless they’re two girls, and then I pay them 
each $200 an hour. That’s more than most 
sites, but I want my models to feel good about 
being a part of my website. I want them to feel 
they’re being compensated fairly for showing 
their ass on the Internet. Most of my shoots 
are two to three hours. And as long as the girl 
stays an active part of the site, I’ll keep doing 
sets with her. If she never comes in and posts 
messages or goes to the chatroom, I’m not very 
motivated to take more photos of her. Most of 
the girls are out there promoting the site, and 
people really like chatting with the models, and 
that’s one of the real draws to 
the site. Most of the girls 
have bios and link to their 
email and websites and their 
journals. Some of the mod¬ 
els, I don’t know if they don’t 
have jobs or something, 
because they’re in there all 
the time... Some websites 
pay their models to go into 
the chatrooms, but these girls 
are in there on their own, 
enjoying the interaction and 
attention. 

I look at it this way: Not 
everyone can be in a band, not everyone can 
get on stage and express themselves and 
show off. Not everyone can tour the coun¬ 
try and meet people from all over and make 
friends. This is a perfectly valid way to 
show that you take care of your body, a way 
to dress up, strip down, and act out pin-up 
fantasies in a safe environment. It’s a way 
to feel larger than your crap¬ 
py day job and feel sexy and 
special. And with the chat¬ 
rooms and message boards, 
it’s a way to connect with 
other people who are into 
the same things you are. 

I always ask the models 
why they want to be a part of 
RaverPorn, and so many of 
them have always wanted to 
model, but professional mod¬ 
eling is this whole, big, com¬ 
petitive thing, and they see 
RaverPorn as a place where 
they can do it for the fun of doing it. They can 
model, they get paid, and they’re involved with 
a site that’s for people just like them. 

Underground culture, whether it be raver 
or Goth or punk - or even if it’s not music- 
based - it all has a very do-it-yourself ethic 
and attitude, and doing an erotic website is just 
an extension of that. A punk rocker wouldn’t 
go out and buy an ’N Sync CD because that’s 
all there is, so we shouldn’t have to look at 
fake, plastic models on generic porn sites 
because that’s all that’s available. & 

(www. raverporn. net) 

Read the entire interview (this is about 2/3rds) at 
www. lollipop, com 
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ILLUSTRATIONS BY JONATHAN IAN MATHERS 




TEMPEST... 

“BASICALLY OUR OLD BASS 
PLAYER THREW LOSS FOR A 
LOOP AND LEFT US IN 
MEDICARE AND RAN AWAY 
WITH A HALF WOMAN.” 


“DEAD 
MEXICAN IN 
MY HEAD¬ 
PHONES...” 

I interview rock guys two, three times 
a week. I use voice recognition software 
to transcribe these interviews. Works 
like this: I tape the phone conversation, 
then take the tape and speak my ques¬ 
tions and their answers into a headset 
and voila, it’s a transcribed text file. It 
doesn’t always come out as planned 
though. Fun game-. Repeat the wrong¬ 
ness out loud and you might be able to 
figure out what the guy actually said. 

Here are some of the more memorable 
miscues. More than a few of these gems 
ring truer than the actual words spoken... 

BY MARTIN POPOFF 


JOE LYNN TURNER FROM RAINBOW... 

“WITH STRAIGHT BETWEEN THE HIGHS, 
RITCHIE HAD AN IDEA. BAND OUT OF 
SHAPE, THE RECORDING AND THE 
SOUND, EVERYTHING... IT’S JUST 
PROBABLY ONE OF OUR BETTER 
EFFORTS, ALTHOUGH STRAIGHT 
BETWEEN THE PIES, IN MY OPINION, 
HAS A MAGIC THAT JUST CANNOT BE 


DAVE LOMBARDO FROM 
GRIP INC.... 

“I LIKE THAT GUY IN 
STRIPPING YOUNG LAD.” 


MARTIN POPOFF TO PETER TAGTGREN FROM HYPOCRISY.. 

“WELL, I JUST HEARD ABOUT YOU GUYS GETTING REALLY 
DRUNK AND THROWING UP INFANTS AT HIM AT EXACTLY 
THE SAME TIME.” 


Matt from Nothingface... 

“I completely change what I’m singing 
about. Everything from like, being 
screwed over by Whitman, the ability of 
your girlfriend, to the two step into the 
shoes of a serial killer.” 


Paul DiAnno from Iron Maiden... 

“I’ve got loads of plans for more produc¬ 
tion and engineering work. But I’m not 
ready to give up playing live yet, grubby.” 


Dan Fitzgerald from Metal Blade 
Records... 

“If we try to sign a band that sounds like 
Blink 182 or Korn, that would be the 
death of us. There’s only, for hit records, 
one or two drill bit pleasers.” 


Christer from Tad Morose... 

“We’ve got about half the songs for the 
new album already crippled.” 


Rickey Medlocke from Blackfoot... 

“I think the business end of it destroyed a 
great friendship. As a matter of fact, I 
didn't even know the French chef had 
been destroyed.” 


Jon Oliva from Savatage... 

“Trans-Siberian Orchestra’s success is 
going to help Savatage a great deal, get¬ 
ting us bacteria in America.” 


Martin Popoff on Judas Priest... 

“ Defenders ... was looked on as a heavier 
album than Screening For Pensions ." 


Hansi Kursch from Blind Guardian... 

“I read several times and different parts of 
the Bible, but usually the New Testament 
is more attractive to me because of the 
way the 40 banjoists present the story.” 


Mikael Stanne from Dark Tranquility... 

“That was interesting because I wanted to 
write about what kind of hopes and inspi¬ 
rations I had eaten before I started playing 
in a band.” 


Dee Snider from Twisted Sister... 

“The cover of the album is the tattoo from 
my right arm translated into a drawing. 

It’s a phrase that when I heard it, I had it 
tattooed on my home.” 
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DEBUT FULL LENGTH IN STORES NOW! 
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BRAND NEW FROM 
METAL BLADE 


In stores 1/14/03 


AMON AMARTH seem to be incapable of doing 
a weak album and with their trademarks they not 
only managed to create another high quality 
masterpiece, but they definitely also have their own 
sound within the much crowded Death Metal- 
scene . As the title implies, these five Swedes take on 
the world and trust me, with an album like "Versus 
The World", the odds are damn good that they will 
conquer it! Ml* ' ' S 

-Metal Observer Nov 2m 


Also available from Metal Blade & Amon Amarth 


The ^ 
Crusher 


Once Sent From The 
Golden Hall j 


DOUBLE DEAD) 


God Dethroned 

Into The Lungs Of Hell 


Six Feet Under 

Double Dead redux 


Symphorce 

Phorceful Ahead 


Nothing To Remember 


12 tracks recorded Live in concert on the "True 
Carnage" U.S. tour+ the "Double Dead" DVD. 
All for one low price. 

IN STORES 1/28/03 


Sophomore release from 40 Grit features an 
enhanced CD with the band's first video for 
"Only Human". 

IN STORES EARLY 2003 


Dutch Death peddlers lead the way with greater 
aggression and fury then ever before, 
enraging the establishment. 

IN STORES 1/14/03 


Brilliant Power Metal featuring Brainstorm lead 
vocalist Andy B. Franck. Fans of classic 
Maiden rejoice. 

IN STORES 1/14/03 


For a free catalog write to: Metal Blade Merchandise 4025 E. Chandler Blvd. PMB 70-D7, Phoenix, AZ 85048 • www.metalblade.com 
Up**-' 7 ©2002 Metal Blade Records Inc., 2828 Cochran St. PMB 302, Simi Valley, CA 93065-2793. 




















ELECTRO 


PUNK/POWER POP 

• Antimatter 

"Psalms" 

• A Global Threat 



• Barbara Ann 

•VCR 

“A Song for Paul Lemos" 

• Dag Nasty 



• Defiance 

EMO/INOIE 


• Endless Struggle 

• Bill Foreman 

"I've Maintained My Advantage" 

• Forty Winks 

•Curse 

"Tattooed Rain" 

• lost City Angels 

• Kimone 

"In the Warmth of Meanings Redefined" 

• More Than Glory 

• Snowdogs 

"Drive" 

• River City Rebels 

• Supermodel Stalker 

’Ytwl Never Hear Me Say These WnnlsAgaif' 

• Staring Back 

• The Reunion Show 

"Art of Nothing" 

• The Flaming Sideburns 

METAl/HARQCORE 


• The Same Page 

• The Unseen 

• Debris 

’Thru This" 

• Viva Death 

• Frost Like Ashes 

"Adorers of Blood" 

STONER/HARO ROCK 

• Sadaharu 

"Punishment in Hi-Fi" 

• Below The Sound 

• Tzefa 

"Season of the Rain" 

• Infinity Minus One 

VIDEO TRACKS 

• Tsunami Bomb 

"Take The Reins" 

• Sixty Watt Shaman 

• Spiritu 



PO Box 441493 
Boston, MA 02144 
617.623.5319 
www.iollipop.com 
feedback@ioliipop.com 


"The Proles" 

"! Can Give You More" 

"Ghosts" 

"Spoils of the tast War" 

‘Till The End" 

’Tomorrow" 

"Edge of 21" 

"Happy Endings Only Happen in Movies" 
"No Good" 

"Seasick While Standing Still" 
"Street Survivor" 

"Taking Place" 

"So This is Freedom?" 

"Blood and Oranges" 

"Fever Pitch" 

"Face to Face" 

"Our Name is War" 

"Clean Livin'" 

’Thanks for Nothing" 
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